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The Cortez 
Emerald Mystery 


CHAPTER 1 
The Door Bell Rings 


Ae dust in a great white cloud rolled from 
under the wheels of the little red car which 
roared along the winding desert road between San 
Juan and Rollston, Arizona. It swerved abruptly to 
avoid a jackrabbit, which, frozen with fear, stood 
unmoving in the middle of the road. 

A grin spread across the freckled face of the lean, 
lanky driver of the car, who, though his real name 
was Felix Wade, was universally known as Flix. 

“Missed!” he grunted. ‘‘Barely.” 

Fred Fuller, his plump companion in the front 
seat, laughed. 

“A miss is as good as a mile,” he quoted. 

“No. A miss is as good as her smile,” Flix re- 
plied, and, flinging back his head, burst into a song, 
the tunelessness of which would have frightened 
the rabbit even more were he still within hearing 
distance. Flix made up the words as he went along. 
“Oh, a miss who is really worth while is a miss who 
knows how to smile, for to smile all the while is the 
style, and—and a miss is as good as her smile!”’ 

“Terrible!” Molly Daniels, who was riding in the 
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back seat with her brother Dick, exclaimed. “I don’t 
know which is the worse, Flix, your poetry OF your 
singing. I think both are.” 

“Don’t blame the poor boy too much,” Dick 
laughed. ‘“That’s just Flix’s way of expressing joy. 
The lad is happy.”’ 

“Sq am I,” Molly exclaimed, “on a grand day 
going to a grand party in a grand house!” 

“Which has a grand piano inside it,” Flix added. 

Molly made a face at Flix’s reflection in the rear- 
view mirror. 

“Gilly,” she said. 

“JT know you are, but I was too polite to mention 
te 

“Now, listen here, Flix Wade, if anybody can 
be half as silly as you—”’ Molly began indignantly, 
but Fred interrupted her. 

“Took,” he said. “Eere’s Ojo Ford. Remember, 
fellows, when we turned our horses off the highway 
here last June?” 

“Remember! That's something I’ll remember 
when I’m a toothless old erandfather and telling 
my grandchildren all about it!’ Dick declared, as 
Flix slowed the car to allow it to splash through the 
thin trickle of water which ran down the ford. “We 
didn’t realize that day what we were getting into 
__that we'd go back four centuries into history when 
we got to the end of our trail!” 

The previous summer the three boys, together 
with a fourth chum, Ralph Hudson, an eastern 
boy visiting Dick, had discovered a secret cipher 
stuck inside the binding of an old book. After re- 
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peated efforts, they solved the code and learned of 1 
the existence of the remnant of a civilized Aztec 1 
tribe, living inside an extinct crater on the Arizona- : 
Mexican border. Setting out in search of the lost 
city, they found their way beset with obstacles for 
which they held a mysterious Spaniard by the name 
of Rodriquez responsible. 

How they finally found the city, where Rodriquez 
ruled as high priest of the lost Aztec tribe, how 
Rodriquez almost caused their death by the strange 
and terrible Curse of the Sun God, and how the 
boys eventually escaped from him through the 
friendly aid of two of the Aztec priests, is related 
in another volume of their adventures, The Lost 
City of the Aztecs. 

Great was the joy of the three Arizona chums 
and of Dick’s sister Molly when they learned that 
Ralph’s father, the famous archeologist, had ac- 
cepted a position at Rollston College, in Arizona, 
in order to carry on his investigations into ancient 
Indian civilizations. The collection of valuable Az- 
tec jewels and ornaments which the chums brought 
back with them from Lost City was placed in the 
Rollston College museum, of which Mr. Hudson 
was curator. 

For some time after moving to Rollston, Ralph 
and his father had had difficulty in finding a house 
in which to live. Now they were finally settled, and 
the party of friends in Flix’s little red car were on 
their way to attend a house-warming party there. 

As the road became smoother and less rolling, 
Flix pressed his foot on the accelerator, and the fl 
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car sped forward. Late ‘1 the afternoon, they drove 
across the campus of Rollston College, its low, white 
Spanish-type buildings forming a pleasing contrast 
with the green pepper and cottonwood trees. The 
Hudson house was just across the street from the 
Campus. 

Ralph came running out to meet them as they 
drove up. 

“Tello, everybody!” he called, his face one broad 
smile. “How are you?” 

“Ty salubrious health,” Flix replied. 

Ralph grinned. 

“Flix, you old reprobate, you're still up to your 
old tricks. Do you know any more big words?” 

“Sesquipedalian,” Flix pronounced solemnly. 

‘“TTyh! What? Great guns, that’s a whopper and 
a half. Does it mean anything ?””’ 

“Certainly. Ridiculous question. Never use word 
unless it means something.” 

“No?” Ralph said. “Never? Or hardly ever?’ 

“\Segsj—sesakid—why, [ll bet you can’t even pro- 
nounce it again yourself, let alone tell us what it 
means!’? Molly spoke up pertly. 

“Sesquipedalian, Flix repeated, his face still 
solemn. ‘‘Means long word. Just what Ralph asked 
me. A long word which means long word. Good 
‘dea. If don’t believe me, look it up. Dictionary. 
Excellent book. Ignorant little girls should read it. | 
Improve their minds,” and Flix dodged just in time 
to avoid having his ears boxed by an irate Molly. 

Laughing, the group descended from the automo- 
bile and entering the house were affectionately 
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ereeted by Mr. Hudson and the black housekeeper, 
Ella Mae. Since the four visitors were to stay over- 
night, they were shown to their rooms. 

Ralph led Dick to his own room on the second 
floor at the front of the house. 

“You're going to bunk with me,” he said. “Hurry 
up and get your things put away. | want to take you 
all over to show you the Aztec room in the museum, 
where all the stuff we brought back is kept. That's 
the museum there, right across the street,’ and 
Ralph pointed to a low stucco building on the edge 
of the campus. 

“Be with you in a minute,” Dick assured him. 
“So'll Flix and Fred. But you’d better begin pound- 
ing on Molly’s door right now. Always takes her 
half an hour to get ready, even if it only means 
dabbing some powder on her nose.” 

Despite Dick’s predictions, the five young people 
strolled across the street a few minutes later and 
entered the door to the museum. 

“The Aztec room is here to the right,” Ralph 
said, leading the way. ‘“Here’s the Lost City col-. 
lection.”’ 

One corner of the room was reserved for the 
articles the boys had brought back with them the 
summer before from their memorable visit to the 
city within a volcano. 

“Brings back last summer, doesn’t it?” Ralph 
asked. 

“Tt does!’ Dick fervently agreed. “I can close 
my eyes and see the Court of the Sun God now— 
the flickering light of the Miraculous Fire That 
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Burns Without Fuel and that horrible grinning 
image of the Sun God!” 

‘And our not knowing whether we'd ever get out 
alive!’ Fred put in. 

“Cheerful lot,” Flix complained. “Here we are. 
Alive. Through with Aztecs.” 

“Through with ’em is right!” Ralph agreed. 
“Rodriquez is dead, and the other rascally priests 
of the Sun God are scattered around the world, I 
imagine. We'll not meet them soon again, and I’m 
glad of it. Especially Thlaxan—what was his ‘out- 
side’ name? Oh, yes, Felipe Gomez. You remember 
him—Rodriquez’s right-hand man. He was plenty 
peeved with us for destroying his soft living for 
him! But he’ll never trouble us again.” 

“Right!” 

But in this opinion Ralph and Flix were very 
much mistaken. 

After they had inspected the museum, the friends 
strolled back across the street to the Hudson home. 
Preparations for the house-warming party were 
going forward at a great rate; and Fred Fuller, 
whose fondness for food and plenty of it was a con- 
stant source of amusement to his companions, sniffed 
appreciatively at the fragrant odors coming from 
the kitchen. 

“P'l] bet Ella Mae is a good cook!” he said en- 
thusiastically. 

“She is,” Ralph assured him. 

That he spoke the truth was evident when din- 
ner was served. Black Ella Mae was divided in rapt 
admiration between Fred and Flix. Fred's evident 
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relish of her food delighted her heart, but Flix’s 
use of big words absolutely fascinated her. When 
during the dinner Flix had occasion—or rather 
when he made occasion—to use his favorite word, 
sesquipedalian, Ella Mae could not conceal an au- 
dible gasp of admiration. Afterward she drew Flix 
aside. 

‘““Lissen, Mistuh Wade,” she whispered. ‘‘Wud 
yo’ be kaind enough to write out for’ me plain-like 
that wo’d yo’ used at suppah t’night? Yo’ knows 
the one ah means—that sessi-somethin’ one. Ah 
aims tuh make sum collud folkses ah knows tuh set 
up an’ take notice with that wo’d.”’ 

Laughingly, Flix complied with her request, and 
painstakingly explained the pronunciation to her. 
Ella Mae was not very much concerned with the 
word’s meaning; the sound was fascinating enough 
for her, so long as she knew it was a “‘shore-nuft” 
word. All during the party that night, as she moved 
about serving refreshments, Ella Mae could be 
heard murmuring the word in order to fix it in her 
memory. 

The party was a huge success. Ralph’s friends 
from town came in to meet the visitors and to assist 
in the house-warming A handsome black-eyed Fresh- 
man from the college captivated Molly at once, and 
it must certainly be admitted that Dick and Flix 
were quickly won by the charms of two pretty class- 
mates of Ralph’s in the local high school. Fortu- 
nately the girl who won Fred’s affections was almost 
as plump as he, and the two spent most of the 
evening together near the refreshment table, making 
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frequent forays on the good things displayed there. 

A little after eleven o’clock the door bell rang. 

Dick, who was talking to Mr. Hudson at the time, 
heard it, and heard Ella Mae’s footsteps as she went 
to answer it, but he could not at that time realize 
what that single long peal was to mean to him, into 
what a series of amazing adventures it was to lead. 
him and his chums. | 

“The night watchman at the College wants fo’ 
to see you, Mistuh Hudson,” Ella Mae came in 
and announced. Dick followed the scientist to the 
hall. The night watchman stepped forward eagerly 
as they appeared. 

“Mr. Hudson, someone’s been trying to get into 
the museum!” | 

‘What! What do you mean?” 

“T was making my rounds just now, and I flashed 
my light along the windows on the east side, like I 
always do, and I saw something funny. I went over 
to look, and I saw marks on the window ledge. 
Looked like someone had been trying to jimmy his 
way in.” 

“You're sure it was done tonight, Collins?” 

“Yes, sir. Otherwise I’d of noticed it before.” 

“T’ll go over with you and investigate at once. 
Want to come along, Dick?” 

“Yes, sir. I’d like to.” 

“All right. Get Ralph and come along. No use 
telling the others.” 

Dick hurried back into the living room to find 
Ralph engrossed in conversation with Carol Pea- 
body. 
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“May I speak to you a moment, Ralph?” 

“What's up?” Ralph asked, when they were out 
of earshot. 

‘“Someone’s been trying to break into the mu- 
seum. Your father wants us to come along,” Dick 
said. 

“Whew!” Ralph gave a concerned whistle, and 
the two boys hurried to the hallway to join Mr. 
Hudson and Collins. Together the four stepped out 
into the night and crossed the street to the museum. 


CHAPTER: I! 
The Aztec Emerald 


‘Gitar led the way to the east side of the mvu- 
seum and stopped under the windows of the 
Aztec room. 

‘This is the place,” he said and flashed his flash- 
light on the ledge of one of the windows. “See 
here. You can see where somebody’s been trying to 
use a jimmy or a crow-bar or something,” and he 
pointed to several rough, torn places in the surface 
of the ledge and on the bottom part of the window. 
Mr. Hudson bent and examined them closely. 

‘‘There’s no question but that someone has been 
trying to get in through this window,” he said as he 
straightened up. “You’re absolutely sure, Collins, 
that these marks were made tonight?” 

“Yes, sir, I am. My job’s to examine all windows 
and doors on my rounds. I was by here earlier in 
the night, and they were all right then.” 

“How often do you make your rounds?” Dick 
asked. 

“IT get around once in every two hours. I was 
here at nine, and there weren’t any marks then.” 

‘Fimm. I don’t understand it, at all,” and Mr. 
Hudson shook his head. “The collection is im- 
mensely valuable, but nothing in it is the sort of 
thing that a burglar could dispose of easily.” 
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“Why not?” Dick asked. 

“Because though museums would pay a fancy 
price for some of the objects on display in there, — 
they don’t buy anything without checking up care- 
fully on where it comes from. It would be almost 
impossible for a burglar to sell anything from this 
room. Of course, there are unscrupulous private 
collectors who would not inquire too closely into the 
history of an article they might buy. However, they 
are not likely to be interested in Aztec culture.” 

“How about some of the college boys, sir?” 
Collins asked. ““They’re always up to some kind of 
shenanigan or other.” 

“That’s a possibility I hadn’t thought of. Some 
of the students might be back of this,” Mr. Hudson 
agreed. 

‘“Why in the world would college students want 
to break into the museum?”’ Dick asked. 

Mr. Hudson laughed. 

“Why, indeed? Why at the beginning of the term 
did some of them dress the statue of Mr. Black- 
share, the founder of Rollston College, in a Roman 
toga and put a flower pot in his outstretched hand? 
Why during the annual Junior Class play last week 
did the lights suddenly go out, and why, when the 
lights were finally turned on again, was there a cow 
on the stage? You can’t explain what they’ll be 
up to next. Likely enough if this attempt was made 
by students, had it succeeded, Mr. Blackshare’s 
statue might be wearing the yellow robe of a priest 
of the Sun God that you brought back with you las 
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summer. But let’s go inside and see if everything 
is all right.” 

Collins opened the door to the museum and 
switched on the lights. The four passed through all 
the rooms, but found nothing amiss. 

“Well,” said Mr. Hudson, finally, ‘everything 
seems to be all right. Probably they were frightened 
away by your coming, Collins. These windows ought 
to have bars on them. I’ve spoken to the President 
about it several times. Students or burglars, we 
don’t want this collection tampered with. I don’t 
think there’s anything especially that we can do 
about it tonight. You’d better keep a sharp lookout 
around the museum until morning, Collins.”’ 

“T’ll do that, sir, though, of course, I have my 
regular round to make.”’ 

Mr. Hudson and the two boys returned to the 
house, where they found the party on the point of 
breaking up. On Mr. Hudson’s suggestion, nothing 
was said about the attempted burglary, and shortly 
thereafter the weary house guests went to bed. 

Dick found that after the excitement of the eve- 
ning it was difficult for him to go to sleep. He tossed 
about on the bed, envying Ralph his undisturbed 
slumber. He tried counting sheep, but found that the 
strain of trying to remember whether it was sheep 
number three hundred and forty-one or sheep num- 
ber three hundred and forty-two which had gone 
over the fence last was making him more wide awake 
than ever. After an hour, he rose and went to the 
window for a breath of fresh air. He stood looking 
out over the dark campus, lit here and there by an 
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occasional street light. Then, suddenly, he stiffened! 

Through a window of the museum he had caught 
a gleam of light. It vanished the moment his eye 
fell upon it, and he was not actually sure that he 
had seen it. But there it was again, this time from 
another window. Someone was in the museum! 

Dick turned quickly to the bed and shook Ralph 
roughly by the shoulder. 

“Ralph! Get up!” he said urgently. 

‘“Ftuh, what? What’s the matter? Time to get 
up?” Ralph sat up in bed, rubbing his eyes sleepily. 
‘Say, it’s still dark! What’s the idea?” 

“Listen, Ralph, somebody’s in the museum! I 
couldn’t sleep, and I was standing by the window, 
when I saw a light over there. Come and look.” 

Ralph, instantly wide awake, jumped from the 
bed and crossed the room in a stride. 

‘Sure enough,” he said a moment later. ““There’s 
a light there, all right. Might be Collins, since dad 
told him to watch the museum carefully. Still it 
might not. What say we investigate ?”’ 

‘Sure thing,” Dick agreed, and they hastily 
donned their clothes and slipped out of the silent 
house. 

Cautiously they crossed the road and approached 
the window from which they had last seen the light. 
They peered in, but all was darkness. Then, while 
they watched, they caught a faint gleam from the 
next room—the Aztec room. Ralph’s hand gripped 
Dick’s shoulder, and without a word they moved 
to the next window, which stocd open. 

‘“Look!”? Dick whispered. 
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A faint light from a guarded flash-light was 
shining in one corner of the room. Dimly visible, 
two figures were bent over one of the cases, peering 
intently. Then the light shifted and for a moment 
shone full into the face of one of the men in the 
room. 

Dick choked back a gasp of amazement and drew 
Ralph away from the window. 

“Did you see him? Did you see who that was?” 
he asked in an excited whisper. 

“Yes. It was Thlaxan—or Felipe Gomez, as he 
calls himself now,—that priest of the Sun God who 
took us prisoner when we were in Lost City!” 

‘What can he be doing here? What’s he up to?” 

‘““That’s the collection of stuff we brought from 
Lost City that they’re looking at. There must be 
something there he wants. Let’s go back to the 
window and see what they’re up to.” 

“Be careful. We don’t want them to see us.” 

“Tl say we don’t! I’ve had all the experience of 
Gomez that I ever want,” Ralph whispered back, 
and the two once more approached the window. 

‘This must be it, since it was not the other one,” 
the boys heard Gomez say. He was holding a small 
glazed vase, one of two identical ones which the 
boys had brought from Lost City. They saw now 
that the other lay shattered at the feet of the two 
men, and even as the boys watched, Gomez struck 
the second vase a sharp blow on the cement floor. 
It fell apart, and something which gleamed in the 
rays of the flash-light rolled out. Gomez pounced 
upon it and held it to the light. It was a stone about 
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the size of a hen’s egg which in the rays of the 
flash-light sent out sparks of green fire. 

“T wonder what that is?’ Dick whispered. 

Gomez’s next words told him. 

‘There it is, Senor Harker, the famous emerald 
of Cortez!’ the swarthy Aztec exclaimed exultantly, 
holding the flashing green stone in the palm of his 
hand and allowing the rays of the flashlight to play 
upon it. “A very pretty thing, is it not, my friend?” 

‘‘Are you sure it is, and are you sure it’s an em- 
erald?” his companion asked in a harsh whisper. 

“But yes, my dear Harker, but yes! I was with 
the ill-fated Senor Rodriquez when he placed the 
jewel in that very vase and sealed it there. Only he 
and I knew of its existence and of where it was 
kept!’ Gomez chuckled. “Ah, it is amusing, Senor 
Harker. My dear friends, my very dear friends, in 
Chicomoztoc, the Lost City, who drove me out and 
who gave to those interfering boys this collection— 
they, sefior, little knew what they were giving away! 
As for those boys,’ Gomez’s face darkened, ‘‘were 
it not for them, I should still be enjoying a comfort- 
able life. Well, this jewel will to some extent even 
our score. | regret only that they will never know 
what they have missed. Tomorrow morning a bur- 
glary will be discovered, a burglary in which the 
only apparent damage is two smashed vases. There 
is not very much to that, eh, Harker? But, though 
they will not know it, a jewel worth a king’s ransom 
will be gone!” 

“Is that thing really worth what you say it is?” 
Harker asked in his husky whisper. 
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‘You may depend upon it, my friend. It is the 
famous emerald of Cortez. Where he got it he 
would never tell; it is a mystery jewel. He brought 
it to Mexico with him on his conquest and it disap- 
peared, to appear centuries later in Chicomoztoc. 
Many are the legends that have been told about it. 
None knew what became of the jewel save a certain 
Aztec priest—a forefather of mine—he who 
brought it to Chicomoztoc. And here it is, Senor 
Harker, the great Aztec emerald! I shall be a rich 
man”? 

“You’re not forgetting me, are you?” 

“No, indeed, I am not forgetting you. Forgive 
me. We shall both be wealthy. Ah, but this emerald 
is a beautiful thing!” and Gomez fondled the stone 
lovingly. 

“Yeah, but we’d better be making our getaway 
and doing it pronto, too.” 

Dick whispered to Ralph: 

“You go for help; I'll stay here,” and when Ralph 
shook his head, Dick added, “Yes, Ralph, you know 
where to go and what to do. I’ll stay here and watch 
them, follow them, and, if necessary, try to do 
something to prevent their getting away. That’s 
the best plan.” 

“Right. I'll go,”’ and Ralph turned. As he did so, 
his foot caught in a bit of shrubbery and he sprawled 
head-long. 

“What's that! Hey, look! Someone’s at the win- 
dow! Get ’em!’’ and in one leap Harker was at the 
window and clambering over. 


16 


CMA TER iat 
Kidnaped? 


F LIX awakened next morning, yawned, and cocked 
an eye at a gray world. Rain was streaming down 
the window pane and beating monotonously on the 
roof. Flix stretched luxuriously and turned to look 
at his bed-mate, Fred, who was still sleeping 
soundly, his head buried in the pillow. A bit of 
feather projected from one edge of the pillow. Flix 
grinned and, reaching over, quietly abstracted the 
feather. Then, very gently, he tickled Fred’s ear. 
Fred gave a grunt and turned over. Again Flix ap- 
plied the feather. 

‘“Hrrumph,” said Fred and opened his eyes. Flix 
lay beside him, apparently in a_ peaceful sleep, 
though there was a suspicious smile on his lips. 

‘Think you’re smart, don’t you?” Fred de- 
manded. 

Flix opened his eyes and blinked. 

“What say? What pearl of wisdom do you wish 
to impart that is so important that you must waken 
me from balmy, restful sleep ?”’ 

‘You think you’re pretty smart,” Fred repeated. 

“No. Don’t think so. Know I’m smart. Always 
known it. Let me sleep,” and Flix turned over and 
indulged in a gigantic snore, but not for long, for 
Fred smothered it with a pillow. A scuffle ensued, 
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which ended when both boys thumped out on the 
floor together. 

“It’s raining,” Fred declared, as he sat up. 

“You're sure?” Flix looked at the streaming 
window pane with mock solicitude. ‘You're quite 
sure? Maybe house is afire and firemen are turning 
hose on window.”’ 

“Oh, go soak your head,” Fred replied. 

“Thank you, I will,’ and, grabbing his towel and 
bathrobe, Flix headed for the shower. 

In a few minutes both boys were dressed. 

“Let’s go tumble Ralph and Dick out of bed if 
they’re not up already,” Fred suggested, and they 
stole down the hall to the door of Ralph’s room. 

‘Here, I know a nice poem I'll recite to ’em,” Flix 
declared, and, flinging open the door, exclaimed in 
a loud voice: “’Tis the voice of the sluggard; I 
heard him complain, ‘You have waked me too soon, 
I must slumber again’—oh, shucks, they’re up and 
already gone,” Flix broke off, as his gaze swept over 
the unoccupied room. ‘“They must be downstairs. 
Let’s find them.” 

But Ralph and Dick were not in the house. 

“I suppose they’ve gone for a walk, though 
they’ve certainly picked a beautiful day for it,” 
Fred said, and the two settled down to await break- 
fast. Molly and Mr. Hudson soon came in. 

‘““Where’re the other two?’ Mr. Hudson asked, 
after they had exchanged greetings. 

“Out for a walk, I guess. Anyhow, they’re not 
up in their room,” Fred answered. 

“Well, we'll not wait breakfast for them,” Mr. 
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Hudson declared, leading the way to the dining 
room, 

‘Absolutely not! I don’t believe in postponing 
breakfast for anyone,” Fred enthusiastically agreed, 
his eyes on the big pile of flap jacks Ella Mae had 
placed on his plate. 

‘One thing I’m sure of, Fred,” twinkled Molly, 
“is that you'll never be late to breakfast.” 

‘Don’t know about that. If I hadn’t awakened 
him this morning with a feather, he’d still be 
asleep,” Flix said. 

‘‘So you did wake me up, eh? I thought so. Pre- 
tending you were sound asleep.” 

“Only did it for your own good, my boy,” said 
Flix, trying to look virtuous and eat a flap jack at 
the same time, which proved a rather difficult feat. 

A brisk discussion of the party followed. Molly 
was forced to undergo a good deal of good-natured 
joking about the handsome college Freshman who 
had been smitten by her charms, but she did not 
seem to mind. 

They had just finished breakfast, when Mr. Hud- 
son was called away to the telephone. He returned 
to the dining room a few minutes later, greatly 
perturbed. 

“That was Norman Chaney, my assistant at the 
museum. He says that there was a burglary there 
last night. I’m going right over,” he announced. 

‘‘May we go with you, sir?” Fred asked. 

“Certainly. Hurry.” 

‘T’m going, too!’ Molly declared. 

Hastily donning slickers, the four crossed the 
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street to the museum. They were met at the door 
by a greatly agitated Mr. Chaney. 

“When I came to work a few minutes ago, I no- 
ticed one of the windows in the Aztec room open,”’ 
he told Mr. Hudson. ‘‘I thought maybe you were 
already here. When I went inside, the first thing 
I saw was Collins, the night watchman, tied and 
gagged, on the floor. I untied him and made sure 
that he was not badly hurt. Then I phoned you 
right away.” 

‘“What’s missing?” Mr. Hudson demanded. 
“Have you made a check?” 

‘T can’t tell yet. I didn’t take time to look around. 
Nothing much, I should say. There’s some broken 
pottery on the floor.” 

The group filed into the office just off the en- 
trance hall. Collins was seated at a desk, holding 
his head in his hands. 

“Well, Collins, are you all right?” Mr. Hudson 
inquired. 

‘Yes, sir. [ve got an awful headache and a good- 
sized bump where they bopped me, but I’m all right, 
I think. Kind of groggy, though,” the man replied, 
ruefully rubbing the back of his head. - 

‘Can you tell us what happened ?”’ 

“I don’t know much. I came around here early 
instead of my regular time—cut over from the 
chemistry building to take a look around. I was 
examining the windows, which seemed all right ex- 
cept for the marks we saw last night. Then I 
thought I heard a noise alongside me. I turned 
quick, and then—blank! I guess from the way my 
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head feels this morning they hit me with a black- 
jack or something. When I came to, I was tied up 
in the hall there. There was someone in the Aztec 
room and they were talking, but I couldn’t make out: 
what they were saying. I was pretty groggy, still. 
I was tied and gagged and couldn’t do anything. 
Then, all of a sudden, I heard someone holler some- 
thing like ‘There’s someone at the window. Get 
’em!’ and there was a racket. The burglars jumped 
out of the window and ran down the street. That's 
all I know. I kind of went out again for a time, and 
nothing more happened until Mr. Chaney came and 
untied me this morning.” 

“The burglars didn’t come back?” Mr. Hudson 
asked. 

“I don’t think so, sir. I didn’t hear ’em, if they 
did.” | 

Mr. Hudson turned to his assistant. 

“Better phone for a doctor to come and take 2 
look at Collins. We'll see what’s happened in the 
Aztec room.”’ 

He led the way into the adjoining chamber and 
made a quick survey of the various exhibits. 

“So far as I can tell, there are two little pottery 
jars missing,” he said. ‘““Those fragments on the 
floor are evidently from them. Perhaps the burglars 
were surprised by whoever was looking in the win- 
dow and dropped the jars. Then in their fright they 
ran away without taking anything with them.” 

“Say! Flix spoke up sharply. ‘Ralph and Dick. 
Not back from walk yet. Peculiar day to choose for 
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stroll, anyhow. Suppose they could have been at 
window ?”’ 

The three others stared at him, anxiety written 
on their faces. 

“That’s a possibility,” Mr. Hudson said gravely. 
“But where are they now?” 

“Maybe they’ve been kidnaped!” Fred exclaimed. 

“Or maybe—worse,” Flix’s words were reluctant. 

“Oh, Flix!’? Molly gave a little cry. “You don't 
think anything could have happened to them?” 

Mr. Chaney, having telephoned the doctor, joined 
them in the Aztec room. Mr. Hudson spoke sharply. 

“Chaney, get hold of the police at once! Have 
them send someone out here right away. My son 
and his friend have been missing all morning. Per- 
haps they were the ones who were looking in at the 
window.” 

Mr. Chaney sped back to the office to telephone. 

“T et’s look around outside,” Fred suggested, and 
they all hurried out into the rain. 

“Try window first,” Flix said. “Maybe we can 
tell what happened.” 

They went quickly around the building to the 
open window. The sill was torn and broken where 
some instrument had forced the window open. Flix 
bent and examined the ground carefully. 

“Dick has been here!”’ he announced. 

“How do you know?” There was a little catch in 
Molly’s voice ‘as she asked the question. | 
“You remember those new shoes he was wear- 
ing? Rubber heels had three X’s on them. Here's 
mark of heel,” and Flix pointed to the ground. The 
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overhanging eaves of the building prevented the 
rain from striking that particular spot, and plainly 
imprinted there could be seen the mark of a heel 
in which three X’s appeared. 

“You’re sure that Dick was wearing heels like 
that??? Mr. Hudson asked. 

“Yes, sir. Absolutely sure.” 

They were interrupted by the wailing shriek of 
an automobile siren. A police car drove up. Two 
men jumped out and came running over to the 
group. 

“Detective Sergeant Selling,’ one of them intro- 
duced himself to Mr. Hudson. “I understand you've 
had a burglary here?” 

Mr. Hudson gave him a quick explanation of 
what he knew of the night’s event. The others stood 
by with serious faces, and Molly, the laughter gone 
from her eyes, twisted and untwisted her handker- 
chief. 

Flix gave her a friendly pat on the shoulder. 

“Don’t worry, Molly. We’ll find them, all right.” 

Molly looked at him gratefully. 

“T know you will, Flix.” 

The detective sergeant at once instituted a search 
of the immediate surroundings, in which the others 
joined. Several college students, passing by and 
learning of the situation, also took part. Selling 
sent for reinforcements, and when they arrived he 
delegated one of the men, a finger-print expert, to 
take prints of the various objects in the Aztec room, 
including the fragments of the broken jars. The 
others joined in the search, which proved fruitless. 
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The steady downpour had washed away all tracks, 
save that single imprint of Dick’s heel under the 
protecting eaves of the museum building. 

‘It’s hard to know what to do with so little evi- 
dence,” Selling declared. ‘‘Can the night watchman 
give a description of the men?” 

Collins was called, but he could be of no assist- 
ance. 

‘IT never did see ’em,”’ he declared. ‘‘When I 
turned around there in the dark, someone hit me 
over the head, like I told you. When I come to in 
the museum, they were in the other room and though 
I could hear ’em, I couldn’t see anything of ’em.”’ 

“Do you know how many there were?” Selling 
asked. 

‘T couldn’t say for certain, but it didn’t sound to 
me like there were more than two voices. One of 
‘em sounded kind of Spanish—foreign, anyhow— 
and the other was sort of husky. I’m sorry. I wish 
I knew more. I wish I could get my hands on those 
fellows for about two minutes!” 

Bradshaw, the finger-print expert, came up to the 
detective sergeant. 

‘T’ve got a bunch of pretty good prints,” he said. 
‘Lots of ’em from the show cases which are prob- 


_ ably prints of just anybody that’s been around the 


place, but I got some from those pieces of pottery, 
too. Want me to take ’em down to the office and > 
see if I can make anything out of them?” 

‘Yes, hustle along, Bradshaw,” Selling said, and 
turned to Mr. Hudson. ‘We'll do what we can, 
though that’s not much. Too little to go on. I’ll send 
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out a description of the boys. Maybe those finger- 
prints will give us a lead we can work on.’ 

It was an unhappy little group that gathered 
around the luncheon table. It did not matter that 
Ella Mae’s cooking, because of her concern over 
the missing boys, was far below her usual standard. 
No one, not even Fred, had any appetite. In the 
middle of the meal Molly dropped her fork and ran 
from the room, her eyes brimming with tears. Kila 
Mae followed, clucking sympathetically. 

At two o'clock Selling came to the house. 

“We've got a hot lead on those finger-prints,” he 
said. “One of those pieces of pottery had a couple 
of prints we had in our files. A fellow by the name 
of Harker or Herbert or Haskell and half a dozen 
other names, too, probably. Mostly he goes by the 
name of Harker. He was booked here once a couple 
of years ago on a charge of auto stealing, but he 
~ got off because the evidence wasn’t strong enough 
against him. Bradshaw is sure these are his prints. 
Last we heard of him, he was operating over on 
the Pacific Coast somewhere. We'll do our best to 
get hold of him.” 

This news was somewhat cheering, and Fred 
hastened to Molly’s room to tell her. She thanked 
him with a brave smile. 

“Im through being a cry-baby, Fred,” she said. 
“T’ye got faith in Dick and in Ralph, too. I'll join 
you downstairs in a few minutes.” 

The afternoon hours dragged endlessly. Rain fell 
incessantly and dampened the ardor of the most 
cheerful. Mr. Hudson telephoned to Dick’s father, 
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and he said that he would come to Rollston imme- , 
diately. Flix and Fred a half dozen times drove to 
the police station through the down-pour, but there 
were no new developments. 

“If we could only do something instead of just 
sitting around waiting!’ Fred burst out to Flix, 
after the sixth fruitless trip. 

Flix nodded disconsolately. 

‘Nothing to do but wait, and that’s darn hard.” 

Late that afternoon, as Molly stood at the win- 
dow of the living room looking out at the dreary, 
rain-soaked landscape, a dilapidated little car drove 
up to the door. The tonneau was filled with chil- 
dren and bedding and household goods. A gray wisp 
of a man got out from behind the wheel, peered at 
the number of the house, and came up the steps. 
Knowing that Ella Mae was busy in the kitchen pre- 
paring the evening meal, Molly answered the ring 
of the door bell. 

“Does Mr. Hudson live here?” the man asked. 

“Yes,” Molly nodded in reply. 

“Well, a fellow give me a message and asked me 
to deliver it for him to this house,’’ and the man 
drew from his coat pocket a smudged, crumpled 
envelope and handed it to her. Molly looked at it 
and gave a little scream. The address was in Ralph’s 
handwriting! 
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CHAPTER ‘1V 
Under the Tarpaulin 


HEN Harker suddenly loomed in the window 

after Ralph had tumbled into the shrubbery, 
Dick reached down and dragged his companion to 
his feet. 

‘Run, Ralph, run!” he shouted, and together 
they plunged into the darkness with the two men 
close at their heels. Fortunately there were no 
lights in the immediate vicinity, and as they rounded 
the corner of the building, the two boys struck out 
across the lawn, the soft grass deadening their 
footfalls. | 

“My ankle’s twisted,” Ralph gasped. “I can’t run 
very well.” 

Slowing his pace to that of his companion, Dick 
looked desperately around for shelter. The men 
would be on them in a moment. Then his eye fell 
on a touring car, drawn up to the curb a short dis- 
tance away. 

“Quick!” he said. ‘Into the back seat of that car! 
Maybe they won’t think to look for us there.” 

They ran to the car and Dick jerked the door 
open. 

“Good! There’s a tarpaulin covering the whole 
tonneau. We can hide under it!’’ Dick shoved Ralph 
in, and following him, shut the door quickly. He 
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was not a moment too soon. Footsteps pounded 
down the sidewalk and passed the car while the 
boys held their breaths. 

“They've gone by,” Dick said. “Now we can get 
out and raise the alarm.” He put his hand on the 
latch but withdrew it hastily. The footsteps were 
returning. The two boys slid back under the tar- 
paulin. 

“They've got clean away. No chance of finding 
‘em on a night like this. Might be hidden in any of © 
these bushes around here or half across town by 
this time.”’ The boys recognized Harker’s voice as 
the footsteps paused beside the car. Inwardly Dick 
breathed the hope that they would not think of 
what an excellent hiding place the automobile made. 
Harker’s voice went on, ‘““We’d better be making 
our getaway! They'll have the police out in the next 
few minutes|”’ 

“You are right, sefior,” Gomez replied. “It is 
high time for us to leave.” 

To the horror of the boys, they heard the front 
door of the car open and the two men slip into the 
front seat! 

“Tt’s their car!’ Ralph whispered in Dick’s ear. 

The whir of the starting motor cut off Dick's 
reply, and in a moment the car was speeding down 
the street, with the two boys hiding under the tar- 
paulin, unsuspected by Gomez and Harker. For- 
tunately there was little luggage in the tonneau, 
and Ralph and Dick managed to shift themselves 
into fairly comfortable positions on the floor of the 
automobile. 
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“We're in a pretty pickle!”” Ralph whispered to 
Dick. 

“We certainly are! How’s your ankle?” 

“Tt’s sore, but I don’t think it’s sprained. It will 
soon be all right.” 

“Maybe we can make a break for it, if we get 
a chance later on. Just now, there’s nothing we can 
do, but sit tight.” 

“Listen,” Ralph whispered. ‘“They’re talking up 
there. Maybe we can hear something that'll help 
us.” 

Over the steady purr of the engine, the voices of 
the men came back to the boys, who listened in- 
tently. Harker and Gomez were, of course, making 
no attempt to speak quietly. 

‘Do you suppose, sefior, that they were able to 
observe us well enough to give our descriptions to 
the police?’ Gomez asked. 

‘‘Can’t say,’ Harker replied. “All I know was 
that I looked up and there was someone at the win- 
dow. I don’t know how long they may have been 
there watching us. There’s no reason why they 
couldn’t have been there for some time—we were 
too busy to be paying any attention. If they were, 
they'll know about the emerald.”’ 

“That is bad. Little would have been done about 
a burglary in which nothing was taken and only two 
vases of no very great value smashed. But now that 
these people know of the emerald and probably 
have our descriptions, we can count on an extensive 
search. Do you not think so?” 
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‘Sure to be one if they know about the emerald. 
We'll have to lay low for a while.” 

‘“Tcha!” Gomez gave an exclamation of annoy- 
ance and anger. “If those interfering fools had left 
us alone, all would be simple. You did not recognize 
them, I suppose?” 

“Naw. How could I? Even if I’d ever seen ’em 
before, which isn’t likely, all I got through the win- 
dow*was a glimpse of someone there. I don’t even 
know how many there were. When I jumped through 
the window, I could see two of ’em hot-footing it 
around the corner, but there may have been more 
than that.”’ 

While the men talked, rain began to spatter on 
the roof of the car, and almost immediately turned 
into a down-pour. Although some water seeped 
down the edges of the car’s body, the tarpaulin over 
the boys gave adequate protection. 3 

‘““Hadn’t we better put up the side-curtains, 
senor ?’’ Gomez asked. 

“If they stop to do that, we’re lost!’ Dick whis- 
pered to Ralph, and the boys listened for Harker’s 
reply with bated breath. 

“Don’t think we need ’em, Gomez,” the man 
said, and the boys sighed with relief. “These wind 
wings keep the rain out of the front all right and 
that tarp protects the back seat.” 

“If this rain keeps on, we may not make Los 
Angeles by noon,”’ Harker said a few minutes later. 
‘Some of these dry arroyos on the desert fill up 
with water in a hurry. Comes with a rush, too—dry 


one minute and ten feet deep the next. Only thing 
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to do is to wait for it to go down again. And that 
wouldn’t suit our book so well.” 

‘No, indeed,’”’? Gomez answered. “‘Now that this 
unexpected development has arisen, we have need 
to make all haste. We shall have to change our 
plans somewhat, in any case. I suggest that we go 
direct to the Rosa Hotel. Since I have been regis- 
tered there for some time under the name of Al- 
frenz, and since they know me there as a respectable 
Mexican importer, there will be no danger in that 
if we—how do you say ?—lie low for a time.” 

“Yeah? I’m not so sure of that,’ Harker said. 
‘That’s all right for you; you’re safe enough. But 
how about me? I’ve been in a few little jobs before 
this, and they’ve got my finger-prints on file—right 
in Rollston, too. When they find out about the 
emerald, they’re going to do a lot more investigat- 
ing than they would for an ordinary burglary, and 
I was fool enough to handle the first one of those 
Aztec jars. They may find my prints on that, and 
then all the coppers in the country will be on the 
lookout for me.” 

‘That is true, sefior,” Gomez agreed. “I had not 
thought of that. But you have your safe hiding 
place down by the sea, which is, I believe you have 
told me, your base of operations. That is unknown 
to the police, is it not? Until things become more 
quiet, cannot you remain safely there?” 

“Who'll take care of the emerald?’ Harker de- 
manded. 

“It seems logical that it should be I, sefor. We 
must dispose of it some way—ceither through a 
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private sale to someone who will not ask too many 
questions or we must have it cut into smaller stones 
and sell it in that way. In either case, I am better 
fitted to make the negotiations. We have already 
agreed on that. Further, the emerald will be safer 
with me, since I am unknown to the police.” 

“Nothing doing on that, Gomez,’’ Harker’s voice 
had an angry note. “I don’t trust you, if you want 
to know the truth. Anyway, the way things have 
worked out, we can’t sell the jewel for a good 
while.” | 

“But, senor—’’ Gomez protested, and his voice, 
too, was angry. 

“But nothing. [’ll take the jewel. Don’t forget 
I’ve got my outfit behind me, and we've got plenty 
of organization, believe me. There’ll be no double- 
crossing. You go to your hotel and stay there. You'll 
be safe enough. I’ll camp out at the gang head- 
quarters—with the emerald. We can follow how this 
thing is going, and when all the fuss has blown over, 
we'll decide what to do about the jewel.” 

“Tt seems to me, sefior, that you expect me to 
trust you when you refuse to trust me,’ Gomez said, 
sarcastically. 

“Well, you’ve got to trust me, see? You’re on 
your own and I’m not. You'll let me take that 
emerald, or else—. I’ve got some pretty husky men 
in my outfit, and I wouldn’t want one of ’em on 
my trail if I was you, Gomez.” 

“T had thought that you were operating on this— 
ah—job independently, senor.’ There was cold fury 
in Gomez’s polite tones. 
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“T am. I don’t care to divvy up any more than I 
have to. If you do your part, there’s no need of 
any of my fellows knowing anything about this deal. 
You and I'll divide fair and square. I know you're 
in a better position to get rid of the stone than me. 
So I’m not going to double-cross you. But I’m keep- 
ing the emerald.” 

“Tt seems I have no choice in the matter,’’ Gomez 
said sullenly. 

‘You haven’t,” Harker replied shortly. 

The two men lapsed into silence, except for an 
occasional muttered imprecation when the automo- 
bile skidded on the slippery road. 

“We know plenty now,” Dick whispered to Ralph 
after a few moments, taking good care that his voice 
should not be heard by the men in the front seat 
above the noise of the engine. “If we can only get 
out of here some way, we'll be in a position to do 
something.” 

“Yes, but how can we get out? They'll nab us 
the first thing. I’ve been scared right along that 
they'll have a puncture or something and look in 
the back seat for tools,’ Ralph whispered back. 

“Tf that happens, it’ll be just too bad. But I’ve 
got a plan that may work. They’re going to have to 
stop some time for gas and oil. They can’t go all 
the way to Los Angeles on one tank of gasoline. 
If we aren’t discovered before they stop, we can 
jump out then, raise a holler, and they'll be caught. 
What do you think ?” | 

“Sounds as if it might work—if they don’t find 
us here first. Though I’m so cramped up here, I 
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doubt if Ill be able to do any more than fall out 
and give a croak,” and Ralph shifted his position 
as well as he was able in the confined space. 

‘We'll try it, then. In the meantime, we'd better 
not talk any more than we have to. They might 
hear us.” 

The two boys settled down on the floor of the 
automobile as comfortably as they could, while the 
car sped through the night. The two men scarcely 
spoke as the long hours dragged on. To Dick it 
seemed as if his wrist watch must have stopped, for 
its luminous hands seemed scarcely to move. Finally 
a dim light filtered through the tarpaulin, and they 
knew that the sun had risen. 

“They've got to stop for gas soon now,” Dick 
whispered, and almost before he had finished speak- 
ing, they heard Harker’s voice. 

‘About out of gas. That station ahead’s open. 
We'd better get some there.” 

The car began to slow down, and the boys 
crouched, ready for a spring. Dick put his hand on 
the latch of the car door, and Ralph did the same 
on his side. The car stopped. They heard Harker’s 
harsh voice: 

“Fill *er up.” 

They heard the front door opening. 

“Now!” breathed Dick, and the two boys swung 
their doors open and tumbled out on the ground. 
Dick leapt to his feet to face the surprised attendant 
of the filling station. 

“Grab these men!” he shouted. “Grab them! 
They’re burglars! Don’t let them get away!” 
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f hin filling station attendant stood staring at 
Dick, a look of amazement frozen on his face. 
Dick flung himself on Harker, who stood at the 
side of the car. For a moment the boy grappled 
with the stocky, powerful man; then Harker threw 
him back with a tremendous blow in the chest. Be- 
fore Dick could get to his feet again, and just as 
Ralph came running around the back of the car, 
Harker leapt into the driver’s seat and sent the 
machine hurtling down the road. 

Dick turned furiously to the attendant. 

“Why didn’t you help? Those men are burglars. 
Why didn’t some of you—” Dick broke off abruptly, 
seeing that there was no one but the attendant at 
the station, which was an isolated one in the middle 
of the desert. 

“Are you here alone?” Ralph asked. 

“No—yes—say, what is all this, anyhow?” the 
man demanded. 

“DP ve just told you,” Dick cried. ‘Those men stole 
a tremendously valuable emerald in Rollston last 
night! They’re making a getaway!” 

‘But what was you doing in that back seat?” the 
man inquired foolishly. 

‘Great guns and little fishes!’ Dick exclaimed in 
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exasperation. ““What does that matter! We haven't 
time to tell you all that now. Quick! We've got to 
get some men and a car and follow them! Hurry! 
We're wasting time!”’ 

‘Well, you don’t need to get so het up, stranger,” 
the man replied in an injured tone. ‘How was I 
t’know what was up when you come rolling out o’ 
that back seat just as if you’d come out of nowhere 
and hollering ‘Burglars!’ at the top of your voice? 
Gee, I didn’t know what it was all about until the 
fellow was half a mile down the road. Besides, what 
could I ha’ done—one fellow against the two of 
"em art 

‘You're right, I guess you were some surprised, 
and I can’t exactly blame you,”’ Dick acknowledged. 
‘‘But we’ve got to follow them! Can we get some 
men around here?” 

‘Nope. I live here all alone with my wife and 
children. There ain’t another man within fifteen 
miles of this place.” 

“Well, let us take a car then! We'll follow them 
ourselves.” 

‘Sorry, but I only got the one car, and I got that 
taken down to work on her,” and the man pointed 
to an ancient automobile, which stood, half dis- 
mantled, at the side of the station. 

Dick bit his lip in vexation. 

‘Just our luck! I thought that plan would work 
perfectly, and we could collar the two of them when 
the car stopped! They would pick out a station in 
the middle of nowhere with no one around the place 
and no way to get out of it!” 
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“Listen,” Ralph spoke excitedly. “Maybe we can 
phone ahead and have them stopped. Do you have 
a phone?” he asked of the attendant, who shook his 
head. 

‘“You’re forgetting you’re out in the middle of 
the desert, young feller. No telephones, no street 
cars, nor none of them city conveniences.” 

The door of the filling station opened, and a 
woman appeared, two little girls clinging to her 
skirts. 

‘What's all the ruckus, Henry?” she inquired, 
peering sharply at the two boys. 

In a few rapid words, Dick gave a quick summary 
of what had happened. The filling station owner 
and his wife listened open-mouthed. 

‘Just imagine!” the woman exclaimed, when Dick 
had finished. ‘‘Real robbers, and mean ones, too, 
stopping at our station as big as life! It makes a 
body’s blood run cold to hear of it,” and she drew 
her two children closer to her, as if for protection. 

‘“T don’t know just what you two young fellers 
can do,” the man said. ‘‘Maybe someone’ll be com- 
ing along soon, and you can get a ride on with 
them, but it ain’t hardly likely this early in the 
morning on a day like this, what with the storm 
and all. Folks mostly don’t get to passing this way 
before mid-morning, even in good weather. If no- 
body comes before it gets here, you can make it 
out on the Thermal stage. It’s due through here 
around eight o’clock, though it’ll probably be late 
on account of the wet roads.” 
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“T guess all we can do is wait,” Dick sorrowfully 


declared. 

‘‘And while you’re doing that, you can be putting 
away a good breakfast. Poor boys, after what you've 
gone through, you'll be a needing it,” and the woman 
bustled off into the back room of the station, which 
served as living quarters. The two little girls stood 
in the doorway, staring shyly at the boys. 

“Say, | wonder what dad and the folks at home’ll 
be thinking when they find we’re gone?” Ralph 
said. “They won’t know anything about the emerald, 
either. How about my writing dad a note and hay- 
ing it sent on by the first car that comes along headed 
for Rollston?” 

“Good idea,’ Dick agreed, and Ralph seated 
himself at the counter of the station and hastily 
penciled a message explaining what had happened. 
By the time he had finished, the woman called them 
into the back room where a platter of ham and 
eges awaited them. Their appetites sharpened by 
the long night ride, the two boys ate heartily, keep- 
ing an eye on the road for the appearance of a car, 
but none came. Though the rain had somewhat 
abated, it was still coming down heavily. 

Breakfast over, the boys waited in front of the 
station. 

“There won’t be much chance of our catching up 
with them now any more,” Dick said. “They’ve got 
too much of a start. Our best hope is to get to 
Thermal and broadcast a warning from there.”’ 

“What’s Thermal?” Ralph asked. 

“Tt’s a little town on the California-Arizona 
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border; on the California side of the Colorado 
River. Of course, there is a bare possibility that 
they may be held up by high water between here 
and Thermal. Some of the arroyos may be filled 
by this time. If that should happen, we might stand 
a chance of catching up with them—provided that 
stage ever shows up.” 

‘““Wouldn’t we be held up, too, in that case?” 

“Probably we would, but not necessarily. These 
water courses will be plumb full with a roaring 
stream of water on a few seconds’ notice, utterly 
impassable, and in half an hour they'll go down 
just about as quickly as they’ve gone up, and you 
can drive right on through. You see, there’s no 
vegetation or soil on the mountains to hold back 
the water when there’s a big rain like this one: in- 
stead of soaking into the ground, it comes down 
in a terrific rush and then it ends in the same way. 
But if the streams are up enough to stop our friends 
ahead, they’ll probably hold up the stage, too, so 
it would only be a lucky fluke if we caught up with 
them.” 

At eight o’clock there was no sign of the stage, 
and the boys paced anxiously up and down in front 
of the station. Their anxiety was not lessened by 
the attendant’s doleful prophecies that the stage 
would not manage to get through, but at eight- 
thirty they saw the mud-spattered vehicle coming 
down the highway. 

It drew up at the boys’ frantic signaling, and 
they got in quickly. | 

“Don’t forget to send that note on to my father 

39 , 


or: 


eee ener ee TE TT LA 


Re ee et 


Sak eo Sia REDE: Ss 


T he Cortez Emerald Mystery 


with the first car that comes along,” Ralph shouted 
to the attendant as the stage moved forward. 

“T won't, and good luck,” the man called. back. 

To the driver and two passengers on the stage, 
Dick quickly told their story, much to their excited 
interest. 

“T’ll push on as fast as I can,” the driver assured 
them. ‘Though we won't be able to make much 
time, with the roads the way they are. [ll do my 
best, though.” 

A couple of miles out from the little desert filling 
station, the stage passed a small car slogging 
through the muddy road in the opposite direction. 
As the automobile went by, a tonneau-load of chil- 
dren waved their hands. 

Dick groaned. 

“That ends our chances of catching up with 
Gomez and his pal, I’m afraid. If that car got 
through coming this way, they did, too.” 

“You're probably right there,” the stage driver 
agreed. 

True to his promise, the stage driver, whose name 
the boys learned was Kendricks, drove as rapidly 
as he dared. The rain was lessening and had become 
little more than a heavy drizzle. Though the road 
was wet, its sand and gravel absorbed the moisture, 
and the stage skidded but little, despite the rapid 
pace at which it was being forced forward. Neither 
of the other passengers objected to the increased 
speed, for they were both in sympathy with the 
boys. 

Once as they crossed a small and rather shallow 
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arroyo the wheels ran hub-deep in water. The car 
swayed on the uncertain bottom, and Kendricks 
threw the gears into low and pressed his foot hard 
on the accelerator. For a moment the wheels spun; 
then the car gave a great lurch and mounted the 
bank on the other side, only to swerve sharply in 
the wet sand and send the back wheels spinning off | 
the road. They were stuck, but only for a short 
time. Everybody got out and pushed, and in a few 
moments the stage was on firm ground once more. 

“That’s bad,” Kendricks said. ‘The water’s 
getting higher. We may have some trouble when 
we get on a ways.” | 

A few miles further on they came to another 
arroyo, a deep gash across the rolling desert. Water 
was running swiftly through it. The stage driver 
brought the machine to a stop on the bank and 
clambered out. He looked dubiously at the water. 
Dick joined him on the bank, 

“Think we can make it?” he asked. 

“I'd hate to get stuck in it. There’s better than 
two feet of water there, I figure, which wouldn’t 
be so bad if I were sure that the road-bed weren't: 
washed out, but chances are it is. Ordinarily, I 
wouldn’t try it; I’d wait here for the water to go 
down. But if the rest of the passengers are willing, 
Pll try.” 

They returned to the stage and consulted the 
others. No one raised an objection. 

“Go ahead and try it, driver,” said one of the 
passengers, a mild-mannered old gentleman by the 
name of Marley. “These boys are on the trail of 
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what seem to be two as thorough-going rascals as 
you are likely to find anywhere. We'd be pretty 
poor citizens if we didn’t do everything in our power 
to help apprehend them.” 

Kendricks backed the stage a short distance; then 
sent it forward with a rush. It careened down the 
side of the arroyo, its motor roaring, and struck 
the water with a great splash. It surged forward, 
with water running well above the running boards. 
Then, just as Ralph shouted, “Hurray, we're almost 
across!’ the wheels spun, and the car came to a 
stop, a few yards from the opposite bank. It was 
impossible for Kendricks to move it either forward 
or backward. 

“Nothing to it but to get out and push again,” 
Kendricks said, and the others, after taking off their 
shoes and socks and rolling up their trousers, stepped 
out into the swiftly moving stream. Their united 
efforts proved of no avail. 

“Try to rock it back and forth. Maybe I can get 
a purchase that way,” Kendricks called from his 
seat behind the wheel, and almost at the same mo- 
ment, Mr. Marley gave a cry of horror. 

“The water! It’s coming! Run for your lives!” 

Down the arroyo a solid wall of water, a seeth- 
ing, brown, foam-flecked mass ten feet high, was 
bearing down upon them! | 

Kendricks threw open the door of the stage to 
jump out, as, with one accord, the others turned 
and ran for the nearby west bank. The stage driv- 
er’s heavy khaki coat became momentarily entangled 
‘1 the door latch. He tore it loose with a jerk which 
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» sent the heavy door swinging back, and it caught 
Dick, who was running by, full in the chest. Dick 
was sent sprawling on his back. Kendricks, unaware 
of what had happened, plunged after the others. 
Dick struggled to his feet and was after him an 
instant later—but it was too late. While he was still 
a half dozen feet from the bank, the rushing wall 
of water struck and engulfed him! 
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CHAPTER Ni 
On the Trail 


hikes before he went under Dick had sufficient 
presence of mind to gulp in a great draught of 
air. Then he was hurled violently from his feet, 
whirled about, and thrown down while the muddy 
water rushed over him and blotted out everything. 

Those on the bank stared in frozen horror. The 
churning stream whipped dirty white flecks of foam 
‘nto the air as it crashed over their companion and 
bore him from sight. A gigantic limb torn from a 
cottonwood tree swept by where a moment before 
Dick had been. 

Ralph turned desperately to Kendricks. 

“T’m going in after him!” 

The stage driver gripped his arm, restraining 
him. 

“Steady, young fellow. You can’t help him that 
way. I’m afraid—’ Kendricks did not finish the 
sentence. 

Over and over Dick rolled on the arroyo bottom. 
Fortunately, it was sandy; had he struck a rock the 
force of the impact would certainly have killed him. 
Suddenly, as he felt that he could not hold his breath 


a moment longer, a capricious swirl of water threw 


him up to the surface. He gulped in a mouthful of » 


air. Then something struck him a stunning blow on 
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the side of the head. Instinctively he flung out his 
hand to guard himself and it struck the great cot- 
tonwood branch. He flung his arms about it and 
went careening down the mad stream at a terrific 
pace. 

A shout went up from the bank when Dick’s com- 
panions saw him appear. They turned and ran along 
the edge of the arroyo trying to keep pace with him. 

“Hang on!” Ralph’s voice came faintly to Dick 
over the roar of the stream. 

Dick did hang on. He felt as if his arms would 
be wrenched from their sockets as the stream 
whirled him about, but he knew that his only hope 
of escape lay in clinging to the huge cottonwood 
branch. Then the walls of the arroyo gave an 
abrupt turn, and for a fraction of a second, Dick 
was thrown against the bank by the impact of the 
water. He loosed his grip on the branch and, with 
a supreme effort, threw himself at the trailing 
branches of a willow which overhung the arroyo. 
His fingers closed desperately upon the slippery 
leaves. His fingers slid, then held, while the water 
tugged at his feet. He clung for a moment, his heart 
in his mouth lest the slender branch give way; then 
Ralph’s strong hands gripped his wrist firmly. The 
other passengers came plunging to their aid, and 
Dick was drawn safely up the bank of the arroyo 
to sink wearily but gratefully upon the firm earth. 

‘A close call, that was!” Kendricks, the stage 
driver, spoke jerkily, still breathing hard from his 
exertion. ‘‘You’re all right?” 
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Dick sat up and felt the bump on his head where 
the cottonwood branch had struck him. 

“I guess so,’ Dick’s voice was a bit weak, but he 
managed a grin. “Anyhow, I will be before long.” 

“Let’s get a fire going,’ Mr. Marley spoke up. 

“This boy needs one. It won’t do the rest of us any 
harm, either, for that matter. Fortunately my 
matches are dry.” 
_ They were, in fact, rather a bedraggled group 
as they set about gathering firewood. Dick, of 
course, was soaked with water from head to foot, 
and the others were in scarcely better shape. By 
slitting a few dead branches, Kendricks managed to 
get enough pith to nurse along a tiny flame until 
the wet wood caught fire and blazed up. Gratefully 
they gathered about the fire. 

“We'll not do any more traveling in that old bus 
for some time to come,’’ Kendricks declared with a 
rueful glance at the submerged stage, which had 
been turned on its side, and over which the water 
was rushing. 

“What'll we do?” Ralph asked. 

“Nothing, except toast ourselves here until some- 
body comes along,” the stage driver answered. 
“The water’ll probably go down within a couple of 
hours, and there'll be cars through here before 
long. I'll try to get some one to take you on in, 
or at any rate, to get word to the stage office at 
Thermal to send out for us.”’ 

After a half hour the fire had dried them thor- 
oughly. The drizzle had stopped, though the skies 
were still leaden and threatening. 
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“Our friends Gomez and Harker’ll be well on 
their way to safety before we're able to do anything 
about them,”’ Ralph said bitterly. 

“This is the worst storm we've had for some 
time,’”’ Dick declared. “I don’t suppose there’s much 
hope of it, but they may be held up somewhere 
down the road.” 

‘“There’s a car coming!” Mr. Marley’s voice 
broke into their conversation. 

The automobile, which was on their side of the 
arroyo and headed east, drew up beside them, and 
the driver, the sole occupant of the car, looked at 
them in surprise. They hurried over and explained 
the situation to him, 

“T’ll bet I passed those crooks a couple of hours 
or so ago!” the man exclaimed, when he heard about 
Gomez and Harker. “I can remember an open 
touring car. It'll be a shame if they get away from 
you. Say, listen, I’m a traveling salesman on my 
way to Rollston. From the looks of things I won't 
be able to get there until night, anyhow. This 
stream’ll hold me up for a good while. I'll turn 
around and take you back to Thermal, if I can. 
There'll be no other bad water to cross except the 
Frio Ford, and by the time we get there, the water’ll 
probably be down low enough to get over. Anyhow, 
you'll be that much farther on your way.” 

“That’s great of you!” Dick exclaimed. 

Kendricks elected to remain behind with the stage, 
requesting them to send out aid as soon as possible. 
The others got into the machine of the obliging 
salesman and were soon speeding westward. 
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When, some two hours later, they arrived at 
Frio Ford, they found that the flood had indeed 
subsided, and they were able to cross on its hard, 
gravelly bottom without much dificulty. Shortly 
thereafter they crossed the bridge over the muddy 
Colorado which forms the boundary between Cali- 
fornia and Arizona and rolled into the tiny town of 
Thermal. The salesman dropped the boys at the 
sherifi’s office. | 

“Good luck!” he called to them. “I'll go to the 
hotel with these other folks and let the stage com- 
pany know about their car. Here’s hoping you get 
your men!’’ and the car drove off, its occupants 
waving friendly farewells. 

‘““Nlow, maybe we can get some action,” Dick de- 
clared, as they crossed the curb and entered the 
sherifi’s office, but they were faced with disappoint- 
ment. eat. 
“There’s nothing much I can do,” said the sheriff, 
when he had heard their story. “On account of the 
storm the telephone and telegraph wires are down 
in both directions. I can’t get a message out.” 

‘Ts there a radio station here?” Ralph asked. 

The sheriff smiled. 

“Not in Thermal. We're several sizes too small 
for that. The telegraph company’s crew is out work- 
ing on the break on the Arizona side. We ought to 
be able to send a message out that way before long; 
then they could relay it to Los Angeles. It'll be 
some time before the wire’s fixed up going west. 
But just as soon as it’s possible to get anything 
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through, I’ll send out a message. I’m sorry that I 
can’t help you any more than that.” 

‘How about the road on the California side?” 
Dick asked. “Is it open?” 

‘So far as I know, it’s in passable shape, so long 
as you take it easy,” the sheriff replied. 

‘All right, then. We'll try to go on, We may be 
able to get in touch with the Los Angeles police 
before you can, that way.’ 

‘How can we go on?”’ Ralph asked. “We haven't 
a machine or any money.” 3 

“T think I can fix that,’ Dick replied. “A good 
friend of dad’s owns the bank here. I know his son 
well, too. I think they’ll help us.” 

They hurried down the one main street to the 
bank, where Kenneth Warner, Dick’s friend greeted 
them warmly. 

“Father is out of town,’ Ken told them. ‘‘But 
you can take my own car, which runs fine even if 
it doesn’t look like much. And I can lend you the 
money you'll need. Gee, I wish I could go along 
with you, but I’ve got to stay here at the bank!” 

Arrangements were quickly made. Ralph wrote a 
long telegram to his father, telling of their plans, 
and left it to be transmitted as soon as service was 
resumed. Then, after a hasty and belated lunch, 
they were off. 

‘Too bad about the telegraph wires,” Dick said. 
‘But this storm may work out to our advantage to 
some extent, after all. If it was as bad as it seems 
to have been through here, it likely held up Gomez 
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and Harker. They shouldn’t be so very far ahead 
of us.” 

“I hope you're right,” Ralph muttered, somewhat 
despondently. “If we only hadn’t jumped out of the 
car at that filling station! We might have gone all 
the way into Thermal with them and nabbed them 
there.”’ 

“And we might not have. We'd have had a good 
chance of being discovered, and I wouldn’t be keen 
on haying that happen out in the middle of the 
desert with a pair like that! Anyhow, there’s no use 
crying over spilt milk.” 

Despite the heavy rains, the going was reason- 
ably good. The storm over, the water had subsided 
as rapidly as it had appeared, and the road, save 
for occasional spots where it had been pretty much 
washed away, was not in bad shape. Dick ur 
the car forward at as fast a pace as we 
paused at a filling station to inquire whethe 
car they were pursuing had been seen, but they v 
unable to obtain any definite information, = 

Finally the road came out upon concrete highway. 

“Tt won’t be long now,” Dick said, speeding up. 

“What do you think we’d better do?” Ralph in- 
quired, . 

“I’d say the best plan is to go straight to that 
Rosa Hotel we heard them talking about. I know 
where it is. It’s just possible that we may be pretty 
close on their trail, and there’s a good chance that 
they'll go straight to the hotel the way they said 
they would. I doubt if they realize how much of 
their conversation we overheard. In any case, it'll 
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only take a minute or two to inquire at the hotel 
for the name Gomez said he was using—Alfrenz, 
wasn't it?—and we might be lucky enough to run 
in on ’em., If they’ve already flown the coop, we can 
notify the police.” 

They reached the populated part of the city and 
were soon involved in the traffic of Seventh Street. 
Crossing the bridge over the Los Angeles River, 
Dick shortly turned the car to the left, and, swing- 
ing into the downtown section of the great city, 
drove slowly along the street. “ete 

‘“There’s the Rosa Hotel ahead,” he told 
‘‘Now if we can find a place to park—” 

“Look!” Ralph grasped Dick’s arm excitedly. 
“Isn't that the car there—that one by the curb?” 

“Where? Oh—say, I believe it is! Same make, 
a Regal, and a touring car—yes, there’s the tar- 
paulin over the back seat! They must be in the 
hotel. Jump out and get a cop and—” Dick broke 
) t. Harker came swiftly from the hotel entrance, 
jumped in behind the wheel of his automobile, and 
started off down the street. 

“What'll we do? Follow him or try to get Gomez 
in the hotel?” Dick said quickly. 

“Follow him! We don’t know for sure that 
Gomez is in the hotel, and, anyhow, from what 
they said in the car, it'll be Harker who’s got the 
emerald!” 

Dick sent his car surging ahead in pursuit of the 
other. : 


Ralph. 
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ARKER’S car went through the traffic light at 

the corner just as it was changing from green 
to yellow. Dick, close on his heels, followed, though 
his action drew an angry shout from a cross street 
driver, who was forced to bring his machine to an 
abrupt halt. 

“Hey, don’t you know what trafhc lights are for?” 
they could hear his aggrieved remonstrance as they 
pressed in pursuit of the car ahead. 

Harker drove swiftly and skilfully, threading his 
way through the traffic so adroitly that Dick had 
difficulty keeping him in sight. Once they were held 
up by a red light, and temporarily lost their quarry, 
but Dick sped on down the broad boulevard which 
swept westward to the sea, and, as trafic thinned, 
they caught a glimpse of the car they were after far 
ahead. | 

Dusk was falling, and Dick strove to close the 
gap between them, lest Harker turn off the highway 
without their discovering the fact, but it seemed im- 
possible to catch up with him. ‘They were out in the 
open country now, trafic had thinned, and Harker’s 
speed increased. The little car which they had bor- 
rowed from Ken Warner in Thermal was doing its 
utmost. Headlights flicked on, and it became more 
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and more difficult to keep Harker’s machine in sight. 
The two boys strained their eyes through the dark- 
ness to watch the red glow which they thought, but 
could not be sure, was that of Harker’s tail light. 

“Yust our luck to lose him now!” Ralph groaned. 
‘“‘Can’t you speed this old bus up a bit, Dick?” 

Dick shook his head. 

“I’m shoving my toe through the floor board 
right now,” he replied. “I’m giving her every ounce 
she’s capable of. He must be somewhere ahead— 
that tail light just going over the hill.” 

“You're sure?’ Ralph’s voice was doubtful. 
‘Seems to me it’s the one just behind and a little to 
the left. There’re so many cars on the road it’s hard 
to tell.”’ 

‘Anyhow, it must be one of the two. If either 
turns off, we'll try to see which it is. 

On the chase roared, over the foothills toward 
the Pacific. Darkness had already fallen when both 
boys exclaimed at once. 

“There! That first car has swung off to the 
right!’ Ralph said sharply. 

“We'll follow! He can’t keep far ahead of us 
now that he’s off the highway,”’ Dick answered, and 
swung his own machine into a small crossroad. ‘The 
automobile ahead slowed down abruptly on the 
rutty dirt track, and Dick sent his car roaring up 
alongside. The car they were following was a sedan! 
Dick threw on the brakes, while the occupants of 
the other car stared at them curiously. He swung 
the car around and raced back to the highway. In a 
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matter of seconds they were again speeding west- 
ward. 

Ralph stared gloomily into the darkness ahead. 

‘No telling where he is, now,” he muttered. “At 
least half a dozen cars have gone by.”’ 

‘All we can do is keep going. We’re not far from 
the coast. Maybe we'll see him yet,”’ Dick replied. 

As they rounded a curve a few moments later, 
they saw, a quarter of a mile down the road, the 
shaft of an automobile’s headlights reflected on the 
side of a hill as a machine turned from the highway. 

“That might be Harker, but how are we to 
know?” Dick said, then exclaimed, ‘‘Look, there’re 
lights of a service station just about where that car 
turned off. Maybe they can tell us something.” 

He brought the car to a stop before the station, 
and called out to the attendant who came running 
up: 
‘Did you see the car that turned here just now? 
Do you know what kind it was? How many people 
were in it?” 

‘It was some kind of a touring car. I don’t know 
what make; too dark to see. I don’t think there was 
anybody in it but the driver. Why?” 

Dick did not pause to answer the question, but 
calling out “Thanks!”, drove into the sideroad 
which turned abruptly up the hillside. 

‘That must be Harker!” he said. ‘‘Even in Cali- 
fornia, you don’t see very many open touring cars 
any more. Seems to me the best thing is to follow 
it 

‘Sure!’? Ralph agreed. “Sounds as if it were our 
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burglarious friend, and, anyhow, tootling blindly 
down the highway trying to find one car out of 
dozens is about like looking for a needle in a hay 
stack.” 

The road they were now on was a little used one, 
winding through the mountains which the highway 
they had just left skirted. The road was rough and 
rocky and led through a wild, uninhabited region. 
Little speed could be made. Ahead they could see 
the faint glow of the automobile which they were 
following as the headlights occasionally flashed 
against the mountain side. 

“We'd better not get too close, Dick,’ Ralph 
warned. “We don’t want him to know that we’re 
following him.” 

“No,” Dick agreed. ‘‘On the other hand, we want 
to catch him, if it’s at all possible. If there’s a 
straight stretch anywhere, I’ll switch off the lights 
and see if we can get up to him. We know he’s alone 
in the car, and the two of us ought to be able to 
handle him.” 

“Yes,” said Ralph, somewhat doubtfully. “If he 
doesn’t have a gun with him.” 

‘That wouldn’t be any too pleasant. However, 
if we can find out where he stops, maybe we won’t 
have to tackle him. One of us can go down to Ocean 
Port and notify the police to come after him, while 
the other watches the place. He can’t go very much 
farther along this road, unless it turns north. It’s 
running northwest now, as near as I can make out, 
and we'll be out on the sea coast somewhere before 
long. I wish we’d had sense enough to ask at that 
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service station where this road goes to! Well, it 
can’t be helped now.” 

Then abruptly the light ahead disappeared, swal- 
lowed by the black night. Dick slowed the car and 
switched out his own lights. 

“FHe’s stopped. Either he’s turned off somewhere, 
or he’s noticed that there’s a car behind and is lay- 
ing in wait to see what or who it is,” Dick said. 

“T don’t think he can know that he’s being fol- 
lowed,” Ralph declared. ‘“We’ve been barely able 
to make out his lights ahead of us, and we’ve been 
looking for them.”’ 

“T think you’re right,” Dick agreed. “But we'll 
go slow, anyhow.” 

The automobile now merely crept along, for it 
was too dark to see more than the bare outlines 
of the road, which had dropped into a little valley. 

Dick held up his hand. | 

‘Listen |” 

A faint, regular roar came to their ears. 

That’s the ocean. We must be almost down to 
it,” Dick breathed. Then Ralph gripped his arm. 
To the left ahead there was a faint gleam of light. 

“There’s a house over there!’ Ralph whispered. 

Dick stopped the car. 

“Tet’s go out and investigate,” he replied in a 
low voice, and the two boys slid out of the auto- 
mobile. At the side of the road they encountered 
a stout barbed-wire fence. They followed along this 
for several yards, taking care to make as little 
noise as possible, until they came to a wide gate, 
which stood open. They stepped inside and stared 
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at the dark bulk of the house, some fifty yards 
ahead of them. Curtains were drawn at the win- 
dows, but here and there a chink of light escaped. 

Dick pointed to something indefinite, a dark mass 
beside the house. 

“There’s the car we’ve been following,” he said. 

“Yes. Looks as if we'd got to the end of the 
trail at last. Shall we go back and notify the police?” 

‘We're not sure it’s Harker’s car. We'd feel 
foolish if we brought the police up here on a wild 
goose chase. We ought to be pretty certain before 
we do anything.” 

“Shall we go up and investigate to make sure? 
I’m not any too keen on it, but probably that’s the 
best thing to do,” Ralph declared. 

Then, from out of the shadows, came a low, 
soft, mocking voice: 

‘Sightseeing ?” 

The boys whirled and found themselves facing 
a dark figure which had stepped out from the side 
of the gate. 

“T’ve got you boys covered,” the soft voice said, 
and they could see that the man held a pistol. 

“Uh—can you tell us how to get to Ocean Port? 
We don’t know where we are, and—” 

The man chuckled. 

“Maybe you don’t know where you are and maybe 
you do. Anyhow you know too much, Didn’t I hear 
you say something about police and about someone 
of the name of Harker?” 

‘“Well—uh—” The boys could find no answer. 
They were caught. 
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“T think you’d better come along up to the house 
and talk to the chief,” the man went on. “‘Get along 
now, and don’t forget that I’ve got you covered. 
I wouldn’t try any funny business, if I was you.” 

There was nothing to do but obey. With their 
captor bringing up the rear, they approached the 
huge, silent house and stepped upon the rambling 
wooden porch. The man knocked on the door. A 
peep-hole slid open. 

“Who's there?” came a voice from within. 

“It's me—Hep,” the man answered. “Open up. 
I want to see the chief.” 

The door opened, and the boys were ushered 
into a dimly lighted room. Several men jumped 
from their chairs as Dick and Ralph appeared. 

‘Hey who’s that? Who you got there, Lavic?” 

“Some fellows the chief’ll be interested in seeing, 
judging from what they was saying down by the 
gate,’ Hep Lavic replied. “You go get the chief 
and bring him here, Benny,” he directed a small 
rat-faced individual, who scurried from the room 
at Lavic’s bidding. In a moment he returned with 
Harker. 

“What’s all this?” Harker said, as he came into 
the room. “You caught someone down at the gate, 
Hep? Good thing we keep a guard there. What 
were they—oh!” his glance fell upon Dick and 
Ralph. He crossed the room to them. ‘‘You’re the 
kids that jumped out of our car in Arizona, aren’t 
you?’ he demanded. 

The boys nodded. 
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“You were looking in at the window of the mv- 
seum last night, eh?” 

‘““We were.” 

“Then you ran and hid in the car when we chased 
you, that’s about the size of it. Well, you picked 
the wrong car to hide in that time. Been a lot 
healthier for you if you’d been home in bed where 
you belonged, instead of prowling around that mu- 
seum. What'd you see there?” 

“We saw you steal a priceless Aztec emerald,” 
Dick spoke up boldly. 

“Oh, you did, eh? That’s just too bad for you, 
too. Thought you’d follow us and get a reward or 
something, did you? You followed the wrong man 
this time, I can tell you.” 

‘What's this about an emerald?’ spoke up one 
of the group about the boys, a burly, dark-visaged 
man. 

Harker looked disconcerted for a moment. He 
darted an angry glance at the boys. 

“This job I was on with this fellow, Gomez,” 
Harker explained to the listening circle. “We were 
trying to get away with a haul of old antique stuff, 
and a vase broke and we found a green stone in it 
that Gomez said might be some kind of emerald— 
not worth much, though. These boys were spying 
on us, and we didn’t get anything else.” 

“Emeralds ’re worth a pile of jack,” said the 
burly man. ) 

“Sure, sure, Rance. If this is a real one, it'll be 
worth a lot. Gomez is going to find out, and if we 
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get anything on it, of course, we'll divide with the 
gang, as usual.” 

“Of course, you will,’ came Hep’s soft voice. 

“How come these kids ’us able to foller yuh 
here?’ Rance demanded. “It don’t look to me like 
you covered your trail any too good.” 

“Say, that’s right!’ Harker swung around and 
faced the boys. ‘“‘How’d you follow me here? Last 
I saw you were out in the middle of the Arizona 
desert.” 

“We heard you and Gomez talking about going 
to the Rosa Hotel. So we got another car and went 
after you. We went straight to the hotel when we 
got to Los Angeles, and as we drove up, we saw 
you driving away, and so we decided to follow 
you,” Dick told him. 

‘‘Didn’t even stop to notify the police?’ Harker 
asked. 

‘No. We didn’t have time.” ‘ 

The man gave a satisfied chuckle. 

“Well, you certainly played into our hands! No- 
body but you knows anything about our hook-up 
with Gomez or about this emerald deal or anything, 
and you're not in a position to talk about it—and 
won't be. Not such a good idea playing private 
detective, kids, not when you’re up against Frank 
Harker.” 

‘“What’ll we do with ’em?”’ Rance asked. 

‘Have to keep ’em somewhere out of the way 
till I get in touch with Gomez.” 

“You can’t get away with this!’ Ralph spoke 
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up hotly. “You'll be followed. I sent—” He stopped 
abruptly as Dick trod heavily on his foot. 

“Not get away with it, huh? Who’s going to 
follow us, when the police don’t know anything 
about it? No, we’re safe enough. All we’ve got to 
do is to hold you until we decide what we want to 
do with you.” 

“Not here, though,” Lavic said. ‘Better take ’em 
out to the island, boss. Might as well play safe.”’ 

“You’re right, Hep,’ Harker agreed. “We'll 
take ’em out to the island, and we’ll run their car 
around to Blacky’s garage. Blacky’ll fix it up so it 
can’t be recognized. Nobody’d think of looking for 
these kids in California, and if they did, they’d 
have a hot time finding ’em. You fellows go out and 
get the boat ready.” 

Harker and the two boys were left alone in the 
room when the others went to obey the commands. 

Harker spoke with an angry frown. 

“Nice mess you kids ’ve made of things! Spilled 
the beans about that emerald right in front of my 
outfit; now I’ve got to divvy with ’em. I might’ve 
been inclined to let you off easy, if it hadn’t been 
for that. Well, you’re going out to the island for 
a spell, and then—well, [’ll have to consult Gomez 
about what to do with you. Since that Aztec sinner’s 
going to have to give up part of his swag to the 
gang, too, I don’t imagine he’ll exactly want to hug 
and kiss you. Come along and get in here,” and 
Harker shoved them in a small dark room and 
locked the door. 

“See if there’s any way of getting out of here!” 
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Dick said sharply, and he and Ralph made the cir- 
cuit of the small chamber, feeling with their fingers 
in the darkness for any means of escape. The door 
by which they had entered was the only opening to 
the room, which was presumably a large closet, and 
they had to give up the attempt as fruitless. 

“We're in a nice fix, now,’’ Ralph said. 

“Bad enough, but it could be worse. The police 
may get Gomez, and I rather imagine he’s not so 
much in love with Harker and his playmates but 
that he’d give them away if it would help him any.” 

“You're right there,” Ralph agreed. “Say, it was 
a good thing that you stepped on my toe when I 
started to blurt out that I’d sent a letter to my 
father telling him that Gomez hangs out at the 
Rosa Hotel. They’ll think they’re safe now. Do you 
suppose that letter was sent on, all right?” 

“Well, that filling station fellow promised he’d 
take care of it. Surely somebody passing through 
would be willing to deliver it.” 

‘Maybe there’ll be a surprise in store for these 
crooks before long.” 

After a few minutes the door opened and Rance 
and Lavic appeared. They bound the boys’ arms 
behind them, and Rance gruffly ordered: 

“Come along.” 

Their captors led the way out of the house and 
down a steep, rocky path. After some rather pre- 
carious walking they came to a small creek, which 
they followed a short distance. Then they pressed 
through a heavy tangle of underbrush to where a 
black speedboat waited. Ralph and Dick were forced 
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to climb aboard, the motor gave a roar, and the 
boat shot off into the darkness. 

The boat slid out across a quiet bay and smacked 
against the ocean swells. No one said anything as 
the speed boat roared through the darkness, spray 
blowing over them as it plunged into the rolling 
swells. Finally Lavic, who was at the wheel, throt- 
tled the motor down as a dark bulk rose before 
them, and the speedboat rode easily up to a small 
dock. The boys were helped from the boat and led 
across a clearing to a small cabin. Their captors 
took them to a little room in the rear of the cabin 
and released them from their bonds. 

“The mainland’s a good many miles behind you,” 
Rance told them. ‘“There’s a couple of cots there, 
if you feel the need of any beauty sleep,” and he 
and Lavic went out, locking the door behind them. 
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Wo Molly, back in Rollston, took the crum- 
pled letter from the grimy hand of the little 
automobile tourist and recognized that it was in 
Ralph’s handwriting, her heart gave a bound. 
“Wait here a moment, please!’ she said to the 
man and went rushing into Mr. Hudson’s study, 
calling as she ran, “‘Mr. Hudson! Flix! Fred! Come 
here, quick! Here’s a letter from Ralph!” 
Hearing the summons, Flix and Fred came pell 
mell down the stairs from their room and entered 
the study just as Mr. Hudson tore open the enve- 
lope. Ralph’s note was brief and hastily written. 
‘Dear father,” Mr. Hudson read aloud to the 
eagerly listening group, “Dick saw a light in the 
museum last night. We investigated. Inside were 
two men, one a fellow called Harker and the other 
was Thlaxan—that Aztec priest who was Rodri- 
quez’s right-hand man. Fred and Flix will know. 
His name in the civilized world is Gomez. They 
broke some vases. Took a huge emerald from one 
of them. It must be worth many thousands. They 
heard us and chased us. We hid under a tarpaulin 
in the back seat of a touring car—but it turned out 
to be their car They got in and drove off with us, 
not knowing we were there. We heard them talk- 
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ing. Gomez is staying at the Rosa Hotel in Los 
Angeles under the name of Felipe Alfrenz. They 
are headed for Los Angeles. We jumped out at 
this service station and tried to have them captured, 
but there was only one man here, and they got away. 
Harker is in with some kind of gang. We are going 
to follow them. Try to get in touch with Los 
Angeles police. I am going to have this letter sent 
on by the first passing auto. Ralph.” 

When Mr. Hudson put the letter down, Fred 
gave a low whistle. 

‘“Thlaxan! Gomez! You remember him, Flix?” 

“Most assuredly. Villain of deepest dye!” 

“I remember you boys telling about him,” Mr. 
Hudson said. “‘This explains the robbery and why 
nothing more was taken. Gomez knew about that 
emerald and knew where to look for it. He wasn’t 
after anything else. And this fellow Harker. Selling 
said that those finger-prints were made by a crimi- 
nal of that name. We must notify the police at 
once!” 

“Mr. Hudson,” Molly spoke up. “The man who 
brought the letter is waiting out in the hall. Maybe 
he can tell us something more.” 

Their interview with the messenger gave them 
little information, however. 

“T don’t know anything about it,” the mild little 
man said. ‘‘When I was passing this service station 
out there on the desert, the attendant there come 
running out and stopped me. He give me this letter 
to bring to you and said it was awfully important, 
that there was some kind of deviltry afoot, and 
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this letter’d tell you about it. So I said I’d bring 
it along. That’s all I know. 

Mr. Hudson quickly explained the situation to 
him. 

“I swan!” the man exclaimed. “Say, just before 
we come to the station, we passed the auto stage, 
and there was a couple of young fellows in it. May- 
be they was your son and his friend.” 

“That seems likely,” Mr. Hudson agreed. “That 
means they’re on the trail of these thieves.” 

“I’m not so sure they’d get very far,” the man 
said, “‘water was coming pretty high in some of 
them gullies. I most didn’t get through myself. I was 
held up three hours just outside of town here.” 

“Did you see anything of this open touring car 
the two men were in?” Fred asked. | 

“No, I didn’t, but that doesn’t signify. They 
might have passed us easy enough. We was camped 
out last night, and they probably went by then.” 

After thanking the man for his assistance, Mr. 
Hudson went to the telephone. 

“I’m going to call Sergeant Selling, and tell him 
about this,” he said. ‘He can notify the Los Angeles 
police, and they ought to have a good chance of 
getting these men. If Dick and Ralph got through 
all right, they’ve probably been to the police, too. 
Can you boys give a description of Gomez?” 

“Tall. Dark. Mean look. Hawk nose,”’ Flix said, 
and Fred amplified the description with further de- 
tails. 

Mr. Hudson got his connection and told Ser- 
geant Selling about the message. 
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‘What's that you say?” Mr. Hudson spoke 
sharply into the receiver. ‘All wires down because 
of the storm? You can’t get a message to Los 
Angeles? . . . How soon? ... Well, do the best 
you can.” He turned from the telephone. “You 
heard. The wires are down. He’s going to do his 
best to get out a message, but he isn’t very hopeful 
of being able to do anything for some hours yet. 
Since Rollston has no radio station we can’t broad- 
cast a message that way. If there were—’’ he was 
interrupted by a ring at the door bell. 

Molly hastened to open the door and found her 
father standing on the threshold. They had tele- 
phoned him some hours earlier of Dick’s disappear- 
ance, 

“Oh, dad, I’m glad you’ve come! Dick’s safe! 
We've just had a message from Ralph. They’re 
following the thieves!” Molly gave her father a 
quick hug and lead him into the study where the 
others were gathered. Mr. Hudson told him of the 
situation. 

‘Hmm. I’m certainly glad to learn that they 
weren't really kidnaped,’ Mr. Daniels said, as 
Ralph’s father finished. “Still I’m rather uneasy 
at their following these men. They might get into 
pretty serious trouble. I suppose there is nothing 
we can do but wait until we hear further.”’ 

“T’m afraid not,’ Mr. Hudson said, to be inter- 
rupted by Flix. 

“Airplane!” the freckled youth exclaimed. 
“Might be chance to get to Los Angeles that way. 
Worth trying.” 
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The two men looked at each other. 

“That’s not a bad idea Flix has,’ Mr. Daniels 
said. “If Ralph and Dick failed to get through, the 
Los Angeles authorities should be notified about 
the theft as soon as possible. And I confess that I’d 
like to know that the boys are really safe just as 
soon as possible. What do you think?” 

“I agree. I doubt if the regular service is in 
operation, but the storm is now almost over, and 
it may be.” 

Mr. Daniels turned to the telephone. 

‘The regular plane’s not going?” the others heard 
him say. ‘‘Do you have a machine there? ... A 
six-passenger monoplane? Can I charter it for a 
trip to Los Angeles? . . . Good! Have it ready as 
soon as possible. . . . Why not tonight? The storm 
is almost over. ... All right, by four-thirty to- 
morrow morning. It'll be light then.” 

“You've chartered a plane?’ Mr. Hudson asked, 
when Mr. Daniels hung up the receiver. 

“Yes. They won’t take it out tonight, but they 
will the first thing in the morning. We'll fly to Los 
Angeles.”’ 

“May Flix and I go along?” Fred asked eagerly. 

Mr. Daniels looked doubtfully at Mr. Hudson, 
who said: 

“It seems to me that it will be perfectly safe and 
all right if they obtain their parents’ permission,”’ 
and Mr. Daniels nodded agreement. 

“How about me? I want to go, too, father!” 
Molly said. 

“T’m afraid not, Molly. Your mother wouldn’t 
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like it. You’d better stay here with Ella Mae until 
the storm clears; then your mother’ll come in after 
you.” 

Molly looked disappointed, but she knew that it 
was useless to argue with her father. 

‘FHere’s hoping the telephone line is open out to 
the ranch,” Fred said, as he put in a long distance 
call. In a short time, he was connected with his 
home and had gained permission to make the trip. 
Flix was equally successful. 

The next morning, as dawn was breaking, Molly 
drove the four to the airport, where their chartered 
plane awaited them. The rain had stopped during 
the night, and the sandy field was already nearly 
dry. They entered the cabin of the plane, and while 
Molly stood waving her handkerchief, the great 
monoplane roared down the field, lifted into the 
air, and disappeared over the mountains to the west. 

The hands of the clock on the tall tower at one 
end of the Los Angeles aviation field pointed to 
8:30 when the plane dropped to a gentle landing 
there. An automobile was quickly obtained, and the 
four sped on their way into the city. 

“Tf Ralph and Dick managed to get through all 
right, everything may be settled by this time,” Mr. 
Daniels declared. “If not, I think the first thing to 
do is to notify the police. We'll tell them about the 
robbery and they can take whatever steps seem best 
to them.”’ 

“T hope Ralph and Dick have got them safely 
corralled,”’ Fred declared with real conviction. Then 
his eye fell on the clock set into the back seat of 
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the car. ‘‘Say, it’s a quarter to nine and we haven't 
eaten yet!”’ 

‘Business first; pleasure afterwards,” Flix said. 

‘‘T guess you’re right,’’ Fred reluctantly agreed. 

As the car entered the business district, the driver 
turned to ask: 

‘You want to go to the central police station?” 

“Yes,” Mr. Hudson said. 

“One moment!” Flix exclaimed. ‘Look. Over 
there. Rosa Hotel. Why not drop plump companion 
and self here now? We shall investigate. Find out 
if Gomez—or Alfrenz, as he now chooses to call 
himself—that fellow has as many names as a dog 
has fleas—well, where was I? Oh, yes. We shall 
find out if Gomez is here. If so, we shall notify 
nearest policeman of proximity of undesirable char- 
acter. If not, we shall await your return.” 

“Good idea, Flix,” Mr. Daniels said and directed 
the driver to draw up to the curb. “Mind, though,” 
he added, ‘if Gomez is there, don’t do anything 
foolhardy yourselves, but call a policeman.” 

The two boys entered the hotel and went to the 
desk. 

‘Is there a man by the name of Felipe Alfrenz 
living here?” Fred asked. 

“Yes,” the clerk answered. ‘‘He’s out, though. 
Left a few minutes ago. Probably gone to break- 
fast, | imagine. Do you want to leave a message?” 

“We'll wait,’ Flix said and led Fred to some 
chairs a few feet from the desk. ‘‘Maybe we'll see 
him come in; then ‘zingo’ the dastardly villain is 
within our grasp,” he told his companion. 
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Fred looked longingly at the door of the coffee 
shop across the lobby. | 

“Couldn’t we get a bite to eat first?” he asked. 

“We could not,” Flix firmly replied. “You have 
a mission, my boy. You are on guard. If you had 
been little Dutch boy who plugged dyke with finger 
you would probably have knocked off for lunch and 
allowed country to be inundated.” 

‘Allowed it to be what?” 

‘‘Inundated—covered with water.” 

“Why didn’t you say so, then?” 

“T did.” 

The two boys settled back into their chairs to 
wait. In about fifteen minutes, a stocky man entered 
and walked up to the desk. 

‘‘Alfrenz in?” he asked abruptly. 

“No, but I think—” the-clerk began, but the man 
interrupted him. 

“All right. Pl be back later,’? and he turned on 
his heel and walked out. 

Flix jumped from his chair. 

“Come on, Fred, you old sleuth-hound, we’re hot 
on the trail! Bet a cookie that’s Harker!” 

They arrived at the door just in time to see the 
man step into an automobile and drive off. 

‘Doggone it. He got away!” Fred exclaimed. 
Flix did not answer, and Fred turned to him. “Say, 
what’re you writing on your cuff, anyway?” 

Flix put away his pencil. 

“Quick thinking, my dear Watson. I’ve got the 
number of his car,” he said. “Let’s get in touch 
with the police right away.” 
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A; ABOUT the time that Flix was jotting down 
the number of Harker’s car, Dick, on the island, 
opened his eyes from a troubled few hours sleep 
on the hard cot. Light filtered in through a small 
grimy window, and it took him a moment to recall 
the events of the night before. Dick turned over 
and stared about the small room in which they 
were imprisoned. As he did so, Ralph, too, awak- 
ened and swung himself up on the edge of his cot. 

“Well!” he said, as he shook the tousled hair 
from his eyes. 

Dick went over to the window and tried to raise 
it, but gave up the attempt when he saw that a bar 
of iron across it would have made escape impossible 
in any case. The only view from the window was 
the rocky side of a mountain almost against the 
wall of the cabin. Ralph came over and joined Dick. 

‘‘Looks pretty hopeless, doesn’t it?” he said. 

Dick nodded. 

“Even if we got out of this place, we’re appar- 
ently on an island, so we wouldn’t have much chance 
to get away. They don’t know about the letter you 
sent your father. If that got through all right, we 
may get some action. In the meantime, we might as 
well possess our souls in patience.” 
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From the next room there suddenly blared forth 
the sound of a band. 

‘“‘Lavic and Rance are amusing themselves with 
a radio, I guess,” Dick declared. 

The door opened and Hep Lavic appeared on 
the threshold. 

“You fellers come out an’ get something to eat,” 
he said. 

They followed him into the other room, where 
Jim Rance sat at a rough wooden table upon which 
was a huge tin coffee pot and a supply of food. 
Rance greeted them with an abrupt nod. 

‘‘Sit down and stow away some chow,” and Rance 
looked at the two boys curiously. As they seated 
themselves he went on, “You two sure got a nerve 
on yuh! Comin’ right up to th’ house that way! 
I gotta admire yuh for that, but it got yuh into 
plenty trouble just the same. Harker’s a tough guy 
and so are the rest of us, eh, Hep?” and the big 
man grinned at Lavic. 

‘What are you going to do with us?” Dick de- 
manded. 

‘“That’s up to Harker,” Rance replied. ‘Our or- 
ders are t’ keep yuh safe and sound until we hear 
from him again. So yuh better take things easy.” 

‘Tt doesn’t look as if there’s anything else for us 
to do,”’ Dick admitted. 

While they finished their breakfast, the radio 
continued to play a lively march and then switched 
into Mary Ann’s Cooking Lesson. 

“For making these delightful biscuits,’ Mary 
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Ann’s sugary voice announced, ‘“‘take two cups of 
flour, a half teaspoon of baking—” 

‘‘Hey, Hep, shut that thing off and get something 
good,” Rance called out. 

Lavic went over to the radio and twisted the 
dials. 

“Tl switch to short wave and we'll learn what 
our dear friends, the police, are worrying them- 
selves about this morning,’ he announced, with a 
grin. A confused blare of sound; then, abruptly, the 
radio broke into the police calls: 

‘ing all cars. Calling all cars. Watch for a 
Regal touring car, California license number 678,- 
882; a Regal touring car, California license number 
678,882—” 

Rance sat up with a jerk. 

‘“That’s Harker’s car!’ he exclaimed. 

“Shut up. Let’s hear this!” Lavic said. 

The voice continued from the radio: 

“When last seen the car was being driven by 
Frank Harker, about five feet ten, a hundred and 
eighty pounds, brown eyes and hair. Harker has a 
criminal record. He is wanted now for stealing a 
valuable emerald in Rollston, Arizona, and for an 
attempted kidnaping of two boys. Harker is a 
dangerous customer. He figured in the Holstone 
robbery here last year. When last seen, he was 
alone in the car, but he may have some of his gang 
with him by now. He has a well-organized gang, 
that formerly went in for bootlegging. Be careful 
but bring him in. Calling all cars! Calling all cars! 
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Watch for a Regal touring car, California li- 
cense—"’ 

Dick and Ralph looked at each other with shin- 
ing eyes. They were jubilant. Ralph’s message to 
Mr. Hudson must have gone through! 

Rance spoke harshly: 

“Say, I thought you boys told Harker last night 
you hadn’t said anything to the police! How come 
this call?’’ He stood menacingly above them. 

“Yeh, how about it?’ demanded Hep. 

The two men were plainly alarmed. | 

“We didn’t communicate with the police,’”’ Ralph 
answered, “‘but I did send a message to my father 
before we came out to that house where you cap- 
tured us.” | 

“Did you tell him where you were coming? No, 
you couldn’t have. You didn’t know yourselves. Say, 
this is a nice mess! What’re we going to do, Jim?” 
Lavic asked. 

“Nothing t’ do, except wait until we hear from 
Harker.” 

“Yeh, but suppose he gets picked up?” 

“Well, what if he does? Nothing we can do about 
it out here,’”’ Rance said. “‘We haven’t got any way 
of getting off of this island until he or somebody 
else from the gang come out here. If they do get 
Harker, he won’t say anything about our hide-away 
here on the island.” 

“Yeh? I’m not so sure about that. Don’t forget 
these boys are out here. If they got the goods on 
him, he’ll have to tell where they are.” : 

“Some of th’ rest of th’ gang’ll be out, if he’s 
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caught. Harker won’t spill anything until we’ve had 
a chance to make a getaway.” 

“Maybe you’re right. Anyhow, all we can do is 
wait.” 

The radio continued its urgent message, the men 
and boys listening with very different emotions. 
Dick and Ralph felt more hopeful than at any time 
since their capture. | 

Then came another message: 

“Calling all cars in district nine. Calling all cars 
on coast patrol. Calling all cars in district nine. 
Calling all cars on coast patrol. Regal touring car, 
California license 678,882, reported seen on Ocean 
Port highway. Patrol all intercepting highways. 
Calling all cars in district nine. Calling all cars on 
coast—”’ 

“Say, that’s getting bad!” Hep said. “Sounds 
as if they were getting hot on Harker’s trail. Jim, 
let’s go out and take a look-see around. Somebody 
may be coming out from the mainland.” 

“Good idea!” Rance agreed. 

The two boys were once more locked into the 
small back room before the men went out. 

“Well,” said Ralph, with a grin. “Everything 
seems to be coming out nicely.”’ 

“Yes, though we’re not out of the woods yet by 
any means. These two fellows are certainly scared. 
That message you sent your father seems to have 
done the trick. But, say, now that I come to think 
of it, how about that license number? You didn’t 
send that to him.” 

“T never thought of that! I didn’t know what it 
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was. That’s all the better news for us, though. It 
shows the police know more about Harker than 
just what we sent them.” 

Lavic and Rance returned to the cabin a short 
time later and opened the door to their room. 

“There’s a boat heading this way,” Lavic told 
them. “It looks like our speedboat, but we’re not 
taking any chances,” and he and Rance proceeded 
to gag and bind the boys securely. The boys were 
placed on the cots, and as the men left, Lavic called 
back, “If it’s some of our people, we'll turn you 
loose pretty soon.” 

The boys waited anxiously and in considerable 
discomfort. Who was coming? The police to rescue 
them? Or Harker and possibly Gomez? The mo- 
ments were slow-paced as they lay, straining their 
ears. The silence was finally broken by the distant 
put-put of a motor boat, a sound which increased 
as they listened. Then ‘it stopped abruptly. The 
party from the mainland must have arrived. Again 
there followed moments of silence, moments ever 
more leaden-footed that the previous ones. Friend 
or foe? Then the sound of voices outside, and the 
door was flung open to reveal Harker looking in 
at them. Dick and Ralph were bitterly disappointed. 

“Untie ’em,’ Harker ordered Lavic. 

“Well, you put over a fast one on me,” he said, 
when the boys were on their feet. “You'll find that’s 
downright unhealthy. Got the police on my trail, 
eh?” 

“What happened?” Dick asked. 

“You'd like to know, would you? Well, I don’t 
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see any harm in telling you. I went up to the hotel 
to see Gomez about what to do with you two. He 
wasn't in, so I cruised about a bit on some business 
of my own with the radio of my car on soft listen- 
ing to the police calls, when all of a sudden I hear 
a call come through for me and my car. That was 


a nice little surprise, I don’t think!” 


“D’yuh think they trailed yuh, boss?” Rance 
asked. 

‘Nope. I was out on the Ocean Port boulevard 
at the time, not half a mile from Blacky’s garage. 
I got down there in jig time and run the car in. 
Blacky’ll have it made over so it can’t be recog- 
nized, if anybody should be snooping. I took another 
car from his place and come on down to the house 
on the coast.” 

“Do you think it’s safe to stay there with the 
bulls looking for you?’’ asked Lavic. | 

‘‘No, of course not. Some of the bunch are clean- 
ing the place out now. If the bulls come there, they 
won't find anything. We'll scatter for a while. Later 
on I'll bring some of the boys out here.”’ 

“What about Gomez?” asked Lavic. 

“That's what’s worrying me. They may have got 
him at the hotel, and I don’t trust him any too” 
much. He’d peach to save his own skin. He doesn’t 
know about this island, though, so he couldn’t tell 
much.” 

‘What do you plan to do?” 

“I don’t know yet. Figure on getting the Coral 
Queen down here and make a run for Mexico, but 
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I don’t want to do that until I know about Gomez. 
We need him.” 

“What for?” 

‘““He’s the boy that’s got to handle that emerald. 
He knows how to get rid of it for the best price, 
the right people to see, which it’s a cinch none of 
us do. I’ve sent Shark Rimmer back to Los Angeles 
to find out what’s going on and to try to get in 
touch with Gomez. I’m going back pretty quick, 
too, to scout around. When we've got together 
we'll know what to do. You fellows keep an eye 
on these boys; we’ve got to take care of them.”’ 
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Flix Gets an Idea a 


| Spee and Fred did not waste any time when they 
saw Harker’s car disappear down the street in 
front of the Rosa Hotel. Flix leading, they dashed 
back into the lobby of the hotel and headed for a 
row of telephone booths on one side. Flix fumbled 
in his pocket for some change. . 

“Haven't got a nickel,” he said. “Quick. Give a 
me one.” : a 


“Huh? What?” 

“A nickel. A five-cent piece. You know. You've | 
seen them before. They have buffalo head on one | 
side. Lo, the poor Indian on other. Coin of the — 
realm. Hand over! I want to phone the police 
station.” 

“Oh, sure!” Fred brought out a handful of coins 
and produced the desired nickel. Flix snatched it 
from his hand, dropped it in the slot, and shouted 
into the mouthpiece: “Give me police headquarters |! 
Hurry!” 

A voice interrupted them: 

“Why are you telephoning the police?” 

The boys turned to find Mr. Hudson and Mr. ~ 
Daniels with two other men standing beside them. — 

“Harker! Saw his car! Got number!” i 
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‘These gentlemen are detectives,’ Mr. Hudson 
told Flix. ‘You can tell them.” 

Flix hung up the receiver and addressed the four 
men. 

‘‘Harker came in here and asked for Gomez at 
desk—called him Alfrenz, of course. He was out, 
and Harker left. We went after him. Saw him 
get in his car and drive away.” 

“You got his number?” asked one of the detec- 
tives. 

‘Yes. It’s 678,882,” Flix said, pulling up the 
sleeve of his coat and reading the number he had 
written on his cuff. 

“Good work. How d’you know it was Harker?” 

“Well, we don’t exactly. Stands to reason, 
though.” 

“Yes. Let me at that telephone. We'll have all 
the radio patrol looking for him,” and the detective 
entered the booth. A rapid conversation followed; 
then the detective hung up and stepped out. 

‘They'll notify the sheriffs of this and surround- 
ing counties; also the Federal men. The office has 
Harker’s record on file. They’ll get a description of 
the car from the license bureau, provided it’s not 
a stolen one. Anyhow, we have that. Every squad 
car around’ll be looking for him within five minutes. 


that was smart work, boys, getting that license num- 


ber.” 

“That was Flix’s doing,” Fred said. ‘I just stood 
there and gaped after his car. Flix had sense enough 
to get the number down.” 

The detective clapped his hand on Flix’s shoulder. 
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“You have the makings of a detective, young 
fellow. My name’s Kahrs, George Kahrs. This is 
Marvin Hurley. We’re both with the Los Angeles 
force. You say Alfrenz is staying here all right?’ 

‘“TTe has room here, but not in now. Out to break- 
fast, clerk thinks.” - 

“All right. We'll get a man over here right away 
to camp in his room; also someone to watch here 
at the desk if he comes in. Our office is already 
trying to get a lead on Harker; then, thanks to 
your information, some of the radio patrol may 
pick him up.” 

Flix turned to Mr. Hudson. 

“How about Ralph and Dick? They get 
through ?”’ 

“No. The police haven’t heard from them, so 
they’re probably stranded somewhere on the road. 
I confess that I’m a bit worried about them.” 

“We'll probably be hearing from them,” Mr. 
Kahrs said. ‘I’ve told them at the office to let us 
know if they do. In the meantime, we'll wait for 
developments.”’ 

‘While we’re waiting, Mr. Kahrs,”’ Fred put in, 
“is it all right if we have breakfast?” 

The group broke into a laugh. 

“Come along, then, and we’ll eat,” Mr. Daniels 
declared. “I think we can all do justice to a good 
breakfast.”’ 

“Hurley and I'll be around here,” Mr. Kahrs 
said. “I’m going to take a look at Gomez’s room. 
Reinforcements will be over pretty soon.” 

When, breakfast over, the four Arizonians came 
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from the hotel’s coffee shop, they found Mr. Hurley 
sitting in a chair in the lobby. 

“Our friend Gomez hasn’t showed up yet,” he 
told them. ‘‘Kahrs went through his room, but he 
didn’t find anything of importance to us. We have 
a man waiting up there, and that chap sitting over 
there by the clerk’s desk in another of our fellows. 
One or the other’ll grab Gomez if he puts in an 
appearance. Kahrs has gone back to headquarters. 
He’ll telephone us if there’s anything doing. Gomez 
might recognize one of these boys if he comes in, 
so you'd better go to a room upstairs—lI’ve ene 
gaged one for you—and wait there. Ill let you 
know any developments.” 

‘“You’re doing everything you can?” Mr. Hud- 
son asked. 

‘Absolutely. This sort of thing takes a little time, 
you know. We may get news any minute.” 

In the hotel room upstairs, a tedious wait fol- 
lowed. Mr. Hurley telephoned up once to announce 
that there was no further news. Flix paced up and 
down the room. 

“Sit down, Flix, sit down!” Fred urged. ‘You 
make me nervous marching back and forth like 
that. Besides you’re wearing a path in the carpet.” 

“Can't help it. This doing nothing gives me jit- 
ters. Wish we'd hurry up and hear from young pals. 
Even if stranded, it’s high time we should hear 
from them. Should telephone or telegraph.” 

“The wires are still down,’ Mr. Hudson said. 
“We learned that this morning. They should be re- 
paired any time now, however.” 
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The telephone jingled sharply. Mr. Daniels 
answered it. : 

‘Kahrs has just phoned,” came the voice of Mr. 
Hurley, the detective. “Service station operator 
out on the Ocean Port boulevard says he thinks he 
saw Harker’s car. We’re going to run out there. 
Do you want to come along?” 

‘Certainly !”’ 

They descended at once to the lobby, and in a 
few moments Mr. Kahrs drew up at the curb in a 
police car. The ride that followed would, under 
other circumstances, have been a joy to Flix and 
Fred. Mr. Kahrs, as soon as they were under way, 
set the police siren shrieking, and they roared down 
the street, ignoring red lights, traffic policemen 
clearing the way for them as they went. 

“Always dreamed of doing this some day!” Flix 
murmured. 

In a very few minutes they drew up before a 
service station in an outlying district. 

“This where you reported seeing the Regal tour- 
ing car we’re looking for?” Mr. Kahrs demanded 
of the proprietor. | 

“T don’t know whether it’s the one you want or 


not. I was listening to the police calls this morning,” 


the man explained, “and I remembered a car had 
just passed that looked like the one you're after. 
It was a Regal touring, all right, and one man driy- 
ing it. I didn’t see the license number, but cars like 
that aren’t so common but that I thought it might 
be a good idea to phone in about it.” 
“You were right. Which way was he going?” 
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“Down toward the coast. I don’t know any more 
than that a car like that went by here.” 

Mr. Kahrs turned to the others. 

“Tm afraid there’s not much good we can do 
out here. Patrol cars in this district have already 
been notified to be especially on the watch. We'll 
cruise around a bit and see if we can pick up a lead 
somewhere else.”’ 

They drove slowly along the highway, stopping 
at service stations, garages, and other likely places 
to inquire if anyone had. seen the car, but they 
learned nothing further. Had they known it, one of 
their stops was at Black’s Garage, where Harker 
had shortly before changed automobiles, and the 
Regal for which they were searching was at that 
very moment hidden away in the rear of the estab- 
lishment. The owner of the garage, one of Har- 
ker’s gang, of course said innocently that he had 
seen nothing of such a car. 

After the search had continued for half an hour, 
a special message for Mr. Kahrs came over the 
radio, which was going softly all the time. 

“Go to sideroad that turns north by Go-Gas Serv- 
‘ce Station Number 67,” the voice over the radio 
said. “A man by the name of Walter Lemke, second 
house on the left on that road, says that someone 
in that vicinity has a Regal touring car. Better in- 
vestigate.” 

Once more their car went roaring down the high- 
way with shrieking siren. At the Go-Gas Service 
Station which bore the number 67, Mr. Kahrs drew 


up. 
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“Say!? said the attendant excitedly, when they 
told him what they were seeking. ‘‘Last night a 
touring car turned up the road here, and right after 
it a couple of boys in a car stopped here and asked 
me about it. Then they followed on up the road.” 

‘That sounds like our party!’ Mr. Kahrs said, 
turning to the group in the car with them. ‘If it is, 
your boys were here last night, and they haven’t 
communicated with the police! That looks bad. 
Harker may have captured them. I’m going to 


Bee phone headquarters from here and have them send 
A out a call for squad cars in this vicinity to follow 
Bs us. I think we’re hot on the trail.” 

. It was with added anxiety that they waited while 
¥ the detective telephoned. Heretofore they had be- 
a | lieved that Dick and Ralph were stranded some- 
ok where on the road. The information the station 
a attendant had given them was disquieting. After 


Mr. Kahrs had telephoned, he turned the car up 
a the side road and after driving a few hundred yards, 
ia drew up before a mail box on which was lettered the 
name Walter Lemke. 


qi ‘‘Here’s the fellow who phoned in to the office. 

i We'll see what he knows.” 

e The whole party got out and went up to the little 
« frame house set back from the road. A black and 

x tan fox terrier greeted them with friendly barks, 

e and in answer to their knock, a man and a small boy 

ee. appeared in the doorway. 

“Mr. Lemke? I’m from headquarters. We want 
a to find out about that phone call you made this morn- 
| x“ ‘ ing.” 

By 
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“Yes, yes, such a car goes by here often. There 
are a number of men who live in a big house about 
five miles along the road; right on the edge of the 
sea. [his automobile goes there. They are bad look- 
ing men. They have been there a long time. They 
do not farm; they do nothing yet some are always 
there. When I heard over the radio what it is you 
are looking for, I say “That’s the car’.”’ 

‘"You’re sure it’s the one we’re looking for?” 

‘No, not sure. I do not know its license number, 
but it is an open car and I think it’s a Regal.” 

“Yes, it is, pa. I know it,” the small boy spoke 
up. “It’s a Regal, all right.” 

‘Bud knows all the cars,’”?> Mr. Lemke said. ‘‘The 
license number, Bud, do you remember it?” 

“It’s 678,882,” Mr. Kahrs said. 

‘T couldn’t be sure, but I think that’s it. It begins 
with a six and it’s a long number. I’ve seen it lots 
and lots of times,’’ Bud told them. 

“It’s probably what we’re after. Whereabouts is 
this house ?” 

‘Down by the ocean,’”? Mr. Lemke replied. “You 
can’t miss it. It is the only large house on this road, 
and it is the only one on the last mile of the road.”’ 

“All right. And thanks. We'll investigate.” 

They returned to their automobile just as a police 
squad car summoned by the radio calls came roar- 
ing alongside. 

“Follow after us,’ Mr. Kahrs directed. ‘‘Don’t 
use your siren. And one of you men’d better stay 
here and give the same instructions to any other 
police cars that may come along.” 
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Up the steep, mountainous road which Dick and 
Ralph had traversed the night before the two cars 
went. Flix looked back and saw that a third police 
car had joined the procession. They drove silently 
until, as they came over the crest of a hill, they 
could see the large gray house immediately below 
them. Mr. Kahrs stopped the machine, and they 
got out. The two police cars drew up behind them. 

“We'll surround the place,” Mr. Kahrs said, and 
gave swift instructions. Mr. Hurley led one party 
off to the left to come up in the rear of the house, 
while Mr. Kahrs led another, which included the 
four Arizonians, down the road on foot. 

When they reached the gate, Mr. Kahrs stopped. 

“Mighty good fence,” he said. ‘Built to keep peo- 
ple out rather than to keep stock in. Gerberich, you 
go over to the right; Becker, you come along with 
me. We'll go right up to the front door. The rest 
of you wait out here. We'll handle this.” 

Breathlessly the little group waited as Mr. Kahrs 
and Becker approached the house. No sound came 
from within; the house seemed to crouch in sinister 
silence. The detective mounted the porch and 
knocked loudly on the door. There was no answer. 
He knocked again and again; then tried the door. 
It was locked. He stepped back off the porch, picked 
| up a large rock, and sent it with a crash through a 
Wa window pane. Motioning Gerberich to come for- 
| ward, he entered through the broken window. 
a Anxiously they waited, momentarily expecting a 
burst of shots. Then'the door opened, and Mr. 
a Kahrs came out on the porch. 
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“You can come on up,” he called. “I don’t think 
there’s anybody here. I’ve opened the back’ door, 
and the men are searching the place.” 

They hurried forward and entered the house, 
which gave evidences of having been hastily evac- 
uated. 

“Tm thinking this is the bunch we’re looking for, 
all right,’ Mr. Hurley said. “Even though there’s 
no incriminating evidence or anything to show 
where they’ve gone.”’ y 

“Keep on hunting, anyhow,” Mr. Kahrs said. 

Flix and Fred aided in the search. The house was 
well stocked with provisions and had every sign of 
recent occupancy. A desk drawer had been hastily 
emptied, and the boys, as well as Mr. Hurley, looked 
eagerly through the scattered papers which re- 
mained. 

“There’s nothing here that'll do us any good,” 
Mr. Hurley finally said. 

“ET ow about this map?” Fred held it up. “Sup- 
pose it means anything?” 

Mr. Hurley looked at it again and shook his 
head. 

“Tust a map of the coast line of this section of 
California. You can get those almost any place. I 
don’t think it will help us any.” 

The search was continued outside the house, but 
so cleverly concealed in the little creek was the 
mooring post of the boat in which Dick and Ralph 
had been taken to the island that it was completely 
overlooked. Behind the house stood a large barn 
which had obviously served as a garage for several 
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automobiles, but they, too, were gone. Finally Mr. 
Kahrs came over to them. 

“There doesn’t seem to be any question but that 
our birds have flown,”’ he said. ‘‘We might as well 
go back to Los Angeles. I’ll leave a couple of men 
here to watch, but there’s no chance of any of ’em 
coming back. It’s pretty plain that they’ve been 
warned.” 

“Do you think they have the boys with them?” 
asked Mr. Daniels. 

“I’m afraid so, since nothing’s been heard of 
them since that service station man saw them last 
night. We’ll continue to patrol the highways, send 
out a general alarm, and do whatever else we can to 
try to find them.”’ 

Reluctantly the little group climbed back into the 
machine for the return to Los Angeles. | 
Hotel nothing further was to be | 
had not put in an appearance. 

been warned, too,” Mr. Hurley 


We'll Stay here at the hotel,” Mr. Hudson said. 
‘You can get in touch with us here at any time.’ 
Niug ovat s a good idea, but I’d like to have you and 
r. Daniels come along to police headquarters with =~ 
me now to make formal charges in this case,’ Mr. | 
Kahrs told him, and the four men went off. 
“What'll we do?” Fred asked Flix. ‘Go up to © 
the room and wait?” 
‘Too wrought up to sit still,” Flix answered. 
‘“Tet’s go for a walk.” 
“Good idea. I feel the same way.” 
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Flix Gets an Idea 


A few blocks from the hotel they were held up 
crossing the street while a big interurban car marked 
“Ocean Port’? went by. 

‘“‘That’s down near where that gang’s house is,”’ 
Fred said. 

“Say,” Flix stopped suddenly, when they were 
safely on the curb. “Island. On map. Suppose they 
could be there?” 

“What island? Where? Whore” 

‘Map we saw at gang’s headquarters. Showed 
island just off coast. North of Ocean Port.” 

“Oh, yes, I remember. That doesn’t seem at all 
likely, Flix. They’ve got the whole state of Califor- 
nia or the whole United States for that matter to 
roam in. They’re not going to pen themselves up on 
a little island.”’ 

“No,” Flix agreed. “Seems improbable. True. 
Still, possibility. Inaction, waiting, nothing to do. 
Drives me wild. Why not investigate? Give us some- 
thing to do. Keep minds occupied. What say?” 

‘““‘Ffow? How are we going to investigate it?” 

“Ocean Port. Was there two summers ago. Take 
interurban car there. Then hire fishing launch. Cruise 
around island. See anything suspicious, return and. 
notify police. If not, no harm done.” 

“You're on. It’s an idea, anyhow. Even if it is a 
wild goose chase, it’ll give us something to do.” 

“Good. Here comes car. Let’s go,’ and Flix 
stepped out and signaled the huge red interurban 
trolley. 
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CHAPTER XI 
Landlubber’s Luck 


$ THE swaying interurban car went rushing 
through the open country toward the sea-coast 
town of Ocean Port, Fred turned to Flix. 

“By the way, Flix, do you know how to run a 
motor boat? I certainly don’t.” | 

“Do I know how to run a motor boat? You ask 
me that? I, Flix, am asked if I know how to run 
puny little motor boat! That is little short of insult. 
In fact, it is not at all short. It is an insult!” 

“Maybe so, but do you know how?” 

“We-ell, yes. Perhaps not so perfectly as I do 
most things. Was out fishing couple of times with 
Dave Causey the summer I spent at Ocean Port. 
Dave is expert. Watched him. Absorbed knowledge. 
Think I can manage all right.” 

“T certainly hope you can.” 

They left the car at the interurban station of the — 
little resort town and walked down the street to 
where they could see, a block ahead of them, the 
gay colors of bunting stretched across the amuse- 
ment pier. Hot dog stands and restaurants which 
advertised with no great modesty the superiority of 
their own particular brands of clam chowder re- 


minded Fred that the lunch hour was long past. 
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‘‘Let’s eat, Flix, and fortify ourselves before we 
go sailing on the briny deep.”’ 

They turned in at the door of one of the restau- 
rants specializing in sea foods. 

‘“There’s one thing I can’t understand,” Flix said, 
as they seated themselves in a booth. 

‘““What’s that?’ Fred innocently asked. 

“IT can understand how you might want to eat 
most of the time, but I can’t understand how you 
can want to eat all the time.” 

“Is that so? I notice you didn’t raise any very 
powerful objections to coming in here.” 

“Only because I knew team of wild horses would 
be needed to drag you by. Or maybe two teams.”’ 

“Well, you can just watch me eat then, if you 
like. You needn’t order anything yourself.” 

‘“Wouldn’t be polite,” Flix told him. The coming 
of the waiter put an end to their argument. The 
strenuous morning and the salt sea air had sharp- 
ened their appetites, and Flix was not far behind 
Fred in the size of his order. 

When they had finished their lunch, they went 
down to the board walk at the ocean’s edge. Passing 
the amusement pier with longing glances, they 
came to a smaller wharf a short distance farther, 
where a sign announced that boats were for hire. 

Flix negotiated for the use of a small motor boat 
for the rest of the afternoon, and the two boys 
jumped aboard. The attendant twirled the flywheel, 
and the motor responded at once. The painter was 
cast loose, and Flix waved his hand. 

were off" 
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“Hey! Look out!” Fred and the attendant 
shouted at the same moment, for Flix had given the 
wheel a turn in the wrong direction and the boat 
swung toward the edge of the pier. Flix frantically 
threw the wheel over, the boat responded with a 
heavy lurch, and they were headed out to sea. 

“Thought you said that you knew how to run a 
motor boat,’’ Fred’s voice was sarcastic. 

“Well, I’m running it. Little initial error at start 
is nothing. Used to driving a car. Momentary for- 
getfulness. Could happen to any one.” 

“Well, your momentary forgetfulness almost 
landed us at the bottom of the Pacific Ocean. We 
didn’t come here to go in swimming, you know. 
Since there’s nothing for you to hit out here, I guess 
we ought to be safe enough from now on, though.” 

The boat chugged sturdily along the coast toward 
the north. The ocean was calm, though a faint swell 
was running, causing their boat to sway gently. Fred 
looked about uneasily as he felt the motion of the 
boat. 

“Say, 1 wonder if we're likely to get sea-sick ?” 
he asked. 

“Be a shame to lose that good dinner so soon,” 
Flix grinned. 

However, the swell affected neither of them. Flix 
put the wheel over as, well ahead of them, the dim 
bulk of an island appeared. 

‘“That’s the place we’re investigating,” he said. 

““Fow’ll we go about it?” 

“Tust cruise around it. Pretend we’re fishing. If 
we see anything unusual, go back and report.” 
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Slowly the island took shape before them, a 
rocky, mountainous bulk. They could see no signs 
of life as they drew closer, and Flix started to skirt 
the coast. 

‘Take it easy,” Fred warned. “‘There’s a strong 
current setting in for the island here.” 

Almost on the heels of his words, the motor gave 
a soft sigh, went ‘“‘put-put” feebly a couple of times, 
and died. The boys looked at each other in conster- 
nation. 

‘Now what?” Fred asked. 

‘Spin the flywheel. See if we can get it started 
again.” 

Fred spun the wheel, but there was no response. 
Again and again he spun it. 

‘‘Do you suppose that we’re out of gas?” he 
asked. 

Flix shook his head. 

‘We started out with the tank brimful. I looked. 
Always careful. Must be something else. Maybe 
timing,” and Flix bent over the motor. 

Unconvinced, Fred unscrewed the lid from the 
gasoline tank and peered in. 

‘Empty!’ he announced. 

‘Huh? It can’t be!” and Flix scrambled over to 
the tank. “‘It sure is! How in the world did that 
happen? I know the tank was full when we started. 
Oh, look here—” and he ran his finger along the 
gas line. It was loose where it connected with the 
tank. “A leak! We've lost all our gas.” 

‘“Let’s see if there’s a spare tank,” Fred said, 
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and they searched the tiny cabin of the boat without 
success. 

‘Pretty, pretty kettle of fish!” Flix murmured. 
“Well, that’s landlubber’s luck for you.” 

‘“T thought you were an old sea dog and not a 
landlubber,”’ Fred could not help rubbing it in. 

‘My fault that gas line springs leak?” Flix in- 
quired, aggrieved. 

‘No, you couldn’t help it. But say, we'll go 
aground on the island in a minute!” Fred exclaimed. 

“Good thing, too. Without gas or oars, we'll be 
lucky to get on dry land. Hope we don’t smash.” 

The boat was bobbing perilously near the rocky 
coast. Its bottom scraped against something. 

“Tt’s shallow here. Let’s pile out and see if we 
can tow her ashore,” Fred suggested. ‘“There’s a 
bit of sand ahead. Maybe we can make it.”’ 

They took of their shoes and socks, rolled their 
trousers up, and stepped gingerly over the side. 
Pulling hard on the painter, they dragged the boat 
to the spit of sand, and, after considerable effort, 
got it safely on shore. 

‘“That’s that,’’ Flix exclaimed, wiping his brow. 
“Now to get off here or find someone on the island.” 

‘‘We set out to find a bunch of thugs,” Fred re- 
minded him. ‘‘It’d be sweet if we ran onto them.” 

“True enough, my hearty. Hence caution, Let us 
proceed along the coast.” 

They put on their shoes and socks, and set out, 
finding the going not particularly difficult. Although 
the island was mountainous, many trees and clumps 
of shrubs and bushes forced their way through the 
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rocky soil. Flix pointed these out to Fred as they 
went along. 

“If we’re forced to emulate—that means imitate, 
since I’m sure you don’t know—Robinson Crusoe 
on desert isle you'll have to learn to eat berries.” 

‘Say, I never thought of that!’’ Real consterna- 
tion appeared on Fred’s face. ‘We may have to go 
hungry.” 

‘Be good for you. Enforced fast. Get thin. Be 
handsome.”’ 

‘“That’s no joking matter,’ Fred answered. 

They rounded a bend on the coast line and Flix 
stopped, pointing ahead. 

‘Look. Something in front of us. Go easy! Don’t 
want to show ourselves.” 

They advanced and peered down at the open 
space before them in which stood a cluster of small 
buildings and some machinery. A small wharf jutted 
out, and they could see someone sitting on it, a fish- 
ing pole in his hand. 

‘Now, we’re in a quandary,” Flix said. 

“In a what?” 

‘In a quandary, a dilemma—I mean, we’re in a 
fix, up a tree. You ought to use dictionary for some- 
thing other than paper weight now and then. Do you 
good. Question is—shall we go ahead? Maybe be 
rescued; may be fall into hands of villainous gentle- 
men, Messrs. Harker and Gomez. Someone’s there, 
all right. What to do?” 

‘“What’s that big red gash in the side of the hill?” 
Fred asked, and Flix’s eyes followed his pointing — 
finger. 
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‘Um, looks like place where they’re taking out 
clay. That’s a little better. Probably a pottery works. 
They have one on Catalina Island south of here. 
If that’s it, then we’re probably safe. Bold, bad 
men who steal emeralds probably wouldn’t be dab- 
bling in such occupation as making pretty vases and 
jars.” 

“Shall we go on down, then?” 

Flix paused to consider. 

“About all we can do. But, look. Trees go down 
almost to first cabin. Man on dock is directly in 
line with cabin. Let’s emulate Indian, flit from tree 
to tree, approach back of cabin. Can’t be seen that 
way by man. Maybe before we give ourselves away, 
we'll know something about situation. What do you 
think?” , 

‘“We can’t stay here forever. Let’s try it.” 

They crept forward, always keeping a screen of 
bushes or trees between themselves and the camp 
below. Finally they reached the level, directly behind 
the cabin. The man on the dock was completely hid- 
den from them. 

“We'll slip up around that cabin and see what he 
looks like,”’ Flix whispered, and Fred nodded agree- 
ment. 

In a moment they were pressed against the wall 
of the cabin and slowly edging their way around it 
when, just as they reached a small barred window, 
they stopped, electrified. From within the cabin they 
could hear the voices of Dick and Ralph! 
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CHAPTER XII 
Plans for a Rescue 


Wows could not be distinguished in the low 
murmur that came through the walls of the 
cabin, but there could be no doubt that the voices 
were those of Dick and Ralph. 

Fred leaned over to whisper: 

“Shall we try to let them know we’re here?” 

Flix shook his head. 

‘‘There may be someone else in there with them,” 
he whispered back. ‘“‘Let’s get away from here be- 
fore we’re discovered. Decide what to do then.” 

The two boys slipped back into the fringe of 
bushes and into a copse of trees on the hillside. 
Here they were hidden from observation, while at 
the same time they commanded a clear view of the 
clearing below. 

‘“We’ve found them,” Fred said, when they were 
finally safely hidden, “‘but a lot of good it’s done 
us. If we only had some gas in the boat!” 

“There isn’t any. That’s that. We can’t get off 
and go for help. Up to us. Suppose anyone else on 
this island? [ mean, anyone not connected with 
nefarious crew of burglars and kidnapers. Fisher- 
men. Someone like that.” 

‘“There might be,”’ Fred brightened a bit. ‘“How 
can we find out? Shall we try to make a circuit of 
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the island? The way it looked on that map, it can’t 
be awfully big. Seems to me that would be a good 
stunt, Flix.” 

‘Suggestion. Go around to other side of this 
mountain. Climb it. Seems to be highest point on 
island. Probably can see everything from there.”’ 

‘‘And probably we'd be seen, too,’’ Fred objected. 

‘Chance we have to take. Nobody can see us from 
this side. If anyone on other side, may not have 
anything to do with this bunch of crooks. If so— 
well, just too bad,’”’ and Flix shrugged. “Anyhow, 
no more dangerous than making circuit of island. 
Likely to run into someone that way.” 

“You're right at that. Well, let’s try it. The moun- 
tain doesn’t look very hard to climb.” 

They went back for a short distance the route 
they had taken from the boat. They were then 
on the other side of the small mountain. Taking 
advantage of what concealment offered, they com- 
menced the climb. The mountain side was steep but 
not especially difficult. Fred was soon puffing. 

“Wait a minute. Let’s rest,” he begged. 

They sat down on a boulder and looked about 
them. They could see the rim of the sea and in the 
distance the mainland. Half of the island was still 
hidden from view, however. After a few minutes 
of rest, they went on until they reached the top. The 
island, except for the side upon which the camp 
lay, was below them. Eagerly they scanned its con- 
tours. It was small—not over five miles in circum- 
ference—a rocky mass pushed up from the sea, with 
sparse vegetation. Nowhere was there any sign of 
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Plans for a Rescue 


human habitation. Some miles out to sea they could 
see the dark smudge of a steamer’s smoke, but no 
vessels were in sight. A bend in the coast line of the 
mainland shut out all view of Ocean Port, which lay 
some miles to the south. 

Finally Flix shook his head. 

‘No one living here. We can see whole island— 
all except little bit on other side,” his tone was 
disappointed. 

‘There aren’t even any paths,” Fred agreed. 
‘““That’s a sure sign. No one lives here.” 

‘Might as well take look-see on other side of 
mountain,” Flix suggested. Since this was the side 
upon which the camp lay, they moved forward with 
greater caution. In a moment the little tip of land 
upon which the camp was situated could be seen 
below. At this point the sea made a small sheltered 
bay with a strip of beach. Except for the camp, 
there was nothing to be seen. 

As they watched, a figure came from the cabin in 
which Ralph and Dick were held prisoner, and 
joined the fisherman on the dock. 

‘“There’s two of them at least,’ Fred said. “I 
wonder if there are any more.” 

“No telling. Sun’s sinking. Better get down off 
this mountain before it turns dark.” 

The descent was accomplished in silence. Both 
boys were too downcast to speak. At foot of the 
mountain, they approached the edge of the clearing, 
which wags now shrouded in gray twilight. A light 
gleamed through one of the windows of the cabin. 
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It was too dark to see if the men were still on the 
dock. 

‘We've got to try to get Ralph and Dick out of 
there,” Fred said. 

“Yes. How, though? And what'll we do, if we do 
get them out?” 

‘I don’t know,” Fred confessed. Suppose it’d do 
us any good to go to the other end of the island and 
light a big bonfire? It might bring help from the 
coast.”’ 

‘More likely to bring this bunch down on us. 
This island is directly across from house we in- 
vestigated this morning. No other house around. 
Too risky. Better get Dick and Ralph loose first, 
if we can. Then decide what to do. We know room 
where they are. When dark enough, try to com- 
municate with them.”’ | 

“There can’t be very many men down there, and 
there’s no boat,” Fred pointed out. “Maybe some 
others’ll be coming back later. Still, I guess we'll 
have to wait.” 

They sat down and waited while the sky swiftly 
darkened. Time dragged. Every time Flix looked at 
his wrist watch he felt sure that an hour had passed, 
but each time the luminous dial told him that but a 
few minutes had elapsed. A ragged crescent moon 
rose and sent a dim light over the clearing. 

“Shall we go down now?” Fred finally asked. 

“No. Light still on in cabin. Better wait until 
nefarious crew has gone to bed.” : 

The hands on Flix’s watch moved sléwly. When 
the night seemed half over, they poi to nine; 
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after countless ages had passed, the minute hand 
again completed a circuit. Still the light shone clear. 
Flix counted slowly to a hundred over and over 
again; he tried to work an algebra problem in his 
head; to name the capitals of all the states—all to 
make the time pass more quickly. Fred lay on his 


back and whistled softly, the same tune over and © 


over again. 

“What time is it?” 

“It’s exactly six minutes since you asked that 
question before,” Flix replied. “Ten twenty-eight.” 

Fred drew his coat closer. 

“It’s getting cold,” he said. “And I’m getting 
plenty hungry.” 

“You're likely to be a lot hungrier before we get 
off this island,” Flix told him grimly. 

Then, abruptly, the light blinked out. Fred 
jumped to his feet. 

“Give them time to go to sleep,” Flix warned, 
looking at his watch, which stood at ten thirty- 
eight. 

Another wait followed. At eleven o’clock, Flix 
stood up. 

‘‘Let’s go!’’ he said. 

They advanced to the edge of the clearing, and, 
in accordance with their preconceived plan, tip- 
toed with utmost care to the window at which they 
had heard their friends’ voices in the afternoon. 

“If there aren’t at least two rooms to this cabin, 
we may ourselves in hot water,” Fred whis- 
pered. i 
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‘There must be. We didn’t see any light through 
this window.”’ | 

Flix drew out his knife and tapped gently, very, 
very gently on the window pane. There was no 
response. Again he tapped. This time the boys could 
hear a sound within the room. They held their 
breaths. An answering tap came from the inside of 
the window pane. Flix was visited with an inspira- 
tion—both Dick and he knew the Morse code. F— 
L—I—X he tapped out, and again F—L—I—X. 
They heard a fumbling at the window pane; then it 
slid up a few inches. 

“Flix ?’? Dick’s voice came in a whisper. 

“Yes. Fred and I are here. We’re alone. Can we 
help you get out?” Flix barely breathed the words. 

“Can’t you go back to the mainland for help?” 

“No. We’re stranded here. Our boat broke down. 
How about this window? Any way of getting this 
bar down?” 

“No. It’s set into the wall on this side. Make too 
much noise, even if it was possible.” 

“How many guards are there?” 

“Two. They're both asleep in the room in front 
of this—at least, I think they both are. I can hear 
one of them snoring. You’d better not try to risk 
getting us out.” 

“We're stranded here, too, I’m telling you,” 
Flix said impatiently. “Better to have the four of 
us loose than the two of you cooped up. If they get 
Fred and me—well, we'll not be much worse off 
than we are now. There’s no one else on this island, 
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and no way of getting off, so far as we can see. 
What’s the best way to try to get you out?” 

Dick thought swiftly. 

“T isten, Flix,” he whispered. “‘The door to this 
cabin is on the front side, just opposite this win- 
dow. It opens into a big room. The two men are 
asleep there. The door to this room is directly 
across from the front door—there’s nothing be- 
tween. The front door may be locked. I don’t know. 
The one to this room isn’t, but it’s barred from the 
other side. Just a bolt across it. If you can get in the 
front door and go straight across the room and 
shoot the bolt, there’ll be four of us to the two of 
them. Ralph and I aren’t tied. As soon as you open 
the door, we’ll be able to help. Do you want to try 
it ?”” 

“Of course.” 

“Well, listen—be as quiet as you can. Don’t wake 
these fellows if you can help it. If you can get in 
here without letting them know, maybe we can get 
them while they’re asleep. There’s rope in here. 
They had us tied up for a while this morning.” 

“All right. Be ready.” 

As silently as shadows, Flix and Fred slipped 
around the building. As they came to the window 
through which the light had been shining, Flix 
peered in, but it was too dark to see anything. They 
approached the front of the small building in which 
was the door and a single window. 

“Careful now!” Flix whispered. He tried the 
latch of the door and a wave of exultation swept 
over him as he felt it give in his hand. Cautiously, 
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‘ ah ‘by fens he swung it open. Once it creaked a 
ie) Penne Stock-atill the boys stood and listened. ‘They 
could hear nothing but a faint snore. Flix opened the 
door wider. They stood on the threshold. A faint 
light filtered in at the window, but it was not suff- 

cient to show any objects in the room. The door to 
the room in which Dick and Ralph were locked 
should be directly ahead of them a dozen feet or so. 
Flix gripped Fred’s arm, and together they stepped 
into the darkness. 
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CHAPTER XIII 
High Tide 


i Sh gray square of the window seemed almost 
to intensify the darkness of the room as the two 
boys crept forward. A board creaked under foot, 
and Flix gripped Fred’s arm tighter, but nothing 
happened. Flix walked with his left arm out- 
stretched, feeling for the wall in front of him. At 
last his fingers touched its surface. He groped about 
and felt the smooth wood of the door; then his 
hand came in contact with the bolt. 

Was the bolt old and rusty? Would it squeak? 
Flix slid it back softly, a fraction of an inch at a 
time. It moved easily. He pressed gently on the 
door, which swung inward on its hinges, and Flix 
and Fred stepped into the back room and closed 
the door softly behind them. 

Since the window here faced toward the moon, 
now well in the heavens, there was a little more 
light. Ralph and Dick stood on each side of the 
door. Silently they gripped hands with their rescu- 
ers. 

“Come on. Let’s get out of this,” Flix whispered. 

“Wait a minute,” Dick whispered back, and 
drew them to the far end of the room, where there 
was less chance of their being overheard should one 
of the sleepers awake. “Ralph and I have been pre- 
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paring some rope. Do you think we'd better try to 
tie up these two fellows?” | 

‘Don’t know,” Flix was dubious. ‘‘Hadn’t we 
better just try to get out of here?” 


“You said your boat was broken down, didn’t 


you? That we can’t get off the island?” 

‘We're out of gas,” Fred told him. 

‘Well, then, we'll have to try to find a place to 
hide, since there’s no way of getting off. If we tie 
these fellows up, that'll give us that much more 
time,” Dick pointed out. “The rest of the gang’ll 
probably be back tomorrow, and this pair’ll be 
turned loose then, but we’ll have had several hours 
in the meantime.” 

‘That’s right,” Fred agreed. ‘‘How big are these 
fellows? Do you think we can handle them?” 

“One of them’s pretty husky. The other one 
wouldn’t give us any trouble, I think. If we do try, 
it will be something of a risk, all right.” 

Ralph spoke up. 

“Your boat is out of gas? Nothing else the mat- 
ter with it? If we tie these two up, we can rummage 
around in that shack down by the edge of the wharf. 
They may have some gasoline there.”’ 

‘“‘Hadn’t thought of that,” Flix said. ‘‘Probably 
worth taking the risk. After all, there are four of 
us, and they’re asleep. What was your plan?” 

“We thought that two of us could take a man 
apiece,” Dick explained. ““We’ve got slip knots tied 
in these pieces of rope. One fellow can take a 
blanket, the other the rope—try to slip the rope 
around your man’s feet and, at the same time, if 
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he wakes up, throw the blanket over his head and pin 
him down. Then tie his arms or his shoulders with 
the other piece of rope. If we work fast, we ought 
to be able to manage it. As soon as one party gets 
his man tied temporarily, they can come to the help 
of the other, if necessary. 

‘Sound idea,” Flix agreed. ‘“‘Which is husky vil- 
lain? He’s one who'll give trouble.” 

‘““We don’t know,” Dick answered. ‘“The two of 
them are sleeping in cots on each side of the room, 
but we don’t know which is which.” 

‘Thing to do is work fast, then. Bop him over 
the head, if necessary. Shall we start?” 

In the darkness, Dick handed a blanket and two 
lengths of rope in which slip knots had been tied to 
Fred and Flix. He and Ralph were similarly 
equipped. 

“You two take the left side,” he whispered. 
‘Ralph and I'll take the right. There’s nothing be- 
tween this door and the cot on the left. When you've 
located your man and are ready, give a low whistle. 
Make it plenty low. We’ll do the same. When the 
last party whistles—go after ’em!”’ 

They opened the door and crept into the other 
room. Very, very dimly, they could make out bulky 
objects in the room. Fred and Flix located their 
man. Cautiously Flix, who held the ropes, felt of the 
cot and located the man’s feet. Fred stood at the 
head with the blanket held in readiness. 

Flix pursed his lips and gave a low, barely au- 
dible whistle. Almost immediately he received an 
answer. With one swift motion he seized the feet 
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of the sleeping man, blankets and all, and slipped 
the loop around them, drawing it tight. At the same 
moment Fred brought the blanket down, just in 
time to muffle a cry. The man on the bed thrashed 
about in Fred’s pinioning arms. He freed one arm 
and struck out. The rope about his feet held, how- 
ever, and Flix threw himself at the man’s head. It 
was only a matter of seconds before he had slipped 
the second noose over the man’s shoulders and se- 
cured it. | 

‘“He’s all right for the time being,” Flix panted. 
‘‘Let’s help the others.” 7 

While Flix and Fred were overpowering their 
man, Dick and Ralph were having a more difficult 
time. The powerful Jim Rance was sleeping in the 
right hand cot, and he had awakened at the touch of | 
the rope. With a powerful kick he had sent Ralph 
sprawling just as Dick threw the blanket over him. 
Together he and Dick rolled across the floor. Ralph 
regained his feet and hurled himself upon them. 
Even so, the two boys were no match for the husky 
man, and the aid of the other two boys was oppor- 
tune. Three of them held Rance down, while Ralph 
tied the ropes. 

“Tl strike a light. ‘The lamp’ s there on the table 
in the corner, I think,” Dick gasped and fumbled 
through the darkness for it. In a moment he found 
the lamp and flooded the room with light. 

The two men gazed at Fred and Flix with amaze- 
ment written on their features. 

“Where'd you two come from?’ Lavic de- 
manded. 
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“Flew here in baby blimp,” Flix replied. “Little 
surprise party. Thought you'd enjoy it.” 

“Let’s get them tied up better before we do any- 
thing else,’ Dick said. With additional rope ob- 
tained from the back room in which Dick and Ralph 
had been confined, Rance and Lavic were well 
trussed and placed upon their cots. 

“We'll have coppers out after you before long,” 
Flix told the men. “Old friends of yours, without 
doubt. You'll enjoy meeting them, I’m sure.”’ 

“Come on. We'd better be getting out of this,” 
Ralph said, and then added, in some surprise, ‘“What 
in the world are you doing, Fred?” 

Fred had picked up an empty flour sack and was 
stuffing into it a loaf of bread and other supplies 
from the pantry shelf. 

“Getting in some provisions,” he grinned. ‘With 
our boat broken down, we’re likely to be stuck on 
this island for quite some time and—” 

“Oh, so your boat’s broke down, is it?’ Rance 
put in, with an evil grin. “I thought yuh was going 
to put th’ bulls onto us? But your boat’s broke 
down! That’s good. Well, Harker’ll be here before 
long, and there’ll be another kind of surprise party.” 

Flix looked at Fred with disgust. 

“No brain. Solid ivory. Dumb-bell. Moron,” he 
said, bitterly. ‘What'd you have to say that for?” 

“Well, I didn’t think—’ Fred was crestfallen. 

‘‘That’s your trouble. You never do think.” 

“T’m sorry—” 

‘No use crying over spilt milk,” Dick put in, 
briskly, though he, too, was disappointed that Fred 
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had given away the situation. ‘“Let’s get going, 
fellows.”’ 

Making sure that their captives could not esc | 
from their bonds, they turned out the lamp and left a 
the cabin. 

‘First thing, let’s investigate that shack at the 
dock,’’ Ralph said. “If we can find some gasoline 
there, our troubles are about over.”’ 

They hurried down to the little wooden wharf. 
The shack to which Ralph referred stood on the 
land at its edge. The door was held shut with a 
stick thrust through the hasp, and it opened readily. 
Inside they struck a match and looked about them. 

“Eureka!” Flix exclaimed. ‘‘There’s a gasoline 
drum. Here’s hoping it isn’t empty!’’ He trumped 
its side experimentally and grinned in triumph. “‘At 
least half full!” 

Ralph lit another match. 

‘“Let’s see if there are any containers around 
that we can carry the stuff in,” he suggested. 

A short search unearthed a couple of five gallon 
tins, which were quickly filled. 

‘All right, you fellows, lead the way to your 
boat!’’ Dick said, with a happy laugh. 

“Your boner about the boat being broken down 
won't do any harm after all, Fred,” Ralph said. 
“We'll have the police out here before morning as a 
reception committee for Harker when he arrives! 
Lead on, fellows, lead on!” 

Jubilantly they struck off under the light of the 
moon across the island toward the spot where the 
boat had been left. As they walked they exchanged 
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the stories of their experiences since the night of 
the party at Ralph’s house. 

“This can is getting heavy,’ Ralph complained, 
after they had been walking some time. “How much 
farther is it to this boat of yours?” 

“Tust around that next bend,” Fred replied. 
‘We'll be there in a minute.” 

“Then, ho, for the salt sea waves!’’ Flix said. 

Eagerly they pressed forward and rounded the 
bend. Then Flix and Fred stopped abruptly. 

“Why? What? Where?” 

‘What’s the matter, fellows?’ Dick asked. 

“Why—why—this is where we left the boat!” 
Fred exclaimed. “It’s gone!”’ 

“Gone!” 

“Yes it was right there—or rather—only, the 
water wasn’t just like that—it was lower,” Fred 
faltered. 

“T know!” Flix spoke bitterly. ‘““The tide! It’s 
come up since then. High tide now. Lunk-heads! We 
didn’t pull boat up high enough! Tide has washed 
it out !”’ 

“And we're stuck on this island, with Harker 
coming in the morning,” Ralph said. 
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1 leet set his can of gasoline on the rock, and 
Flix, who was carrying the other, did the same. 
The boys peered out across the black waters of the 
ocean, but there was no boat to be seen. 

“It might be close by or it might be ten miles 
away by this time. It’s much too dark to be able to 
tell,” Ralph declared. 

‘The current’s pretty strong, so it probably has 
been carried quite a distance,” Dick said. “Still 
there’s a bare chance that it may have washed ashore 
again farther south. Let’s look.” 

Rather dispiritedly they set out along the coast 
of the island, scanning the shore line by the wan 
light of the moon, until they came, some half-mile 
farther on, to the southernmost tip of the island. 

‘“‘No use of our looking any farther,’ Dick de- 
clared. ““The current would carry the boat straight 
south, rather than follow the island around.” 

Fred sat down disconsolately on a rock. 

‘Gosh, if we’d only had sense enough to pull 
that boat up above high water mark! Here we’re 
stranded just because Flix and I were too lazy—or 
too ignorant, I guess—to pull it up higher. And 


then I helped things out a lot by blurting out in 
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front of those two fellows that our boat was broken 
down. I ought to be kicked around the island.” 

‘Forget it,’ Dick said. “Any of us might just as 
well have done the same thing, Fred. And you were 
smart enough to bring along some grub, which is 
something that the rest of us didn’t have sense 
enough to do.” 

‘Yes, spilled the beans in getting the beans,”’ Fred 
said, but he was obviously somewhat cheered by 
Dick’s words. 

‘Suggestion. Though admittedly not very good 
one,” Flix said. ‘‘How would it be to start bonfire? 
Pour gasoline on it. Make big blaze. Maybe some- 
one on shore would see it. Come out to investigate.”’ 

‘““T don’t know. The coast along here is pretty 
sparsely inhabited,” Dick said, doubtfully. ‘Don’t 
you think some members of the gang’d be more 
likely to see it than anyone else?” 

‘Thought of that. Reason I said suggestion 
wasn’t much good.” 

“We rented that boat for the afternoon, you 
know,” Fred put in hopefully. “‘Do you suppose 
they might be out looking for us, since we didn’t 
come back ?” 

‘‘Say, that’s an idea! Maybe the bonfire would be 
a pretty good thing, after all,’’ Ralph said. 

“Tt might be,” Dick agreed. “Or we might do 
this. Get a bonfire ready to burn. Then keep a look- 
out. If we see the lights of a boat that looks friendly, 
light it. Otherwise not.” 

‘“How’re we going to know if it is a friendly 
boat?” Fred asked. 
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‘Well, the gang doesn’t know anything is wrong. — 
If they come out, they'll head straight for the dock. 
If a search party is looking for you and Flix, it'll 
come from the south and be moving slowly, probably _ 
weaving back and forth. It’s not likely that a party 
will be out at night, anyhow. If we have the bon- 
fire ready, we can light it in the morning, if anyone 
who looks right shows up then.” 

‘Provided the gang doesn’t show up first,’’ Ralph 
said. 

‘Yes. I wonder if there is any place we can hide. 
Someone is bound to come along some time soon 
looking for Fred and Flix. If we could remain hid- 
den and still watch the ocean, we might be able to 
signal, even after the rest of the gang arrived. Is 
there any place that you fellows know of?” 

‘I doubt it. It’s a pretty small island,” Fred said. 
‘‘As we told you, Flix and I climbed up the moun- 
tain to see if the place is inhabited. There might 
be any number of places to hide, but how are we 
going to find them in the middle of the night? Can 
you think of any place, Flix?” : 

‘‘U-m-m, no,”’ Flix replied slowly. “Island pretty 
barren. Still, up on mountain on other side, over- 
looking camp. Looked like some caves might be 
there. Remember, Fred?” 

“That'd probably be the first place they’d look, 
wouldn’t it?’ Ralph asked. 

“Might, yes,” Flix agreed. “Still, might think we 
wouldn’t dare be so close to camp. This place is 
just above it. However, don’t even know for certain 
that caves are there. Just looked like it.” 
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“We're certainly not hidden out here, so it won’t 
do us any harm to investigate this place,” Dick said. 
‘We've probably got several hours ahead of us 
before the gang returns; it isn’t likely they'll come 
back before morning. Anyhow, we won't be any 
worse off than we are now.” 

‘How about the bonfire?” Fred asked. ‘Shall we 
get it ready to light first, before we go looking for 
these caves?” 

‘No, I think we’d better wait. We may find a 
better place somewhere else,’’ Dick said. ‘‘We don’t 
even know about these caves. They may not exist. 
Probably one of us had better stay here, though, 
to signal in case a searching party should show up, 
while the rest of us look over the lay of the land.” 

After some little discussion, it was decided to fol- 
low this plan, and Ralph remained behind to gather 
a few sticks and to be prepared, if necessary, to light 
a fire as a signal to any passing craft. The other 
three returned to the mountain at the northern end 
of the island. 

Flix began mounting the rocky declivity at about 
the point that he and Fred had climbed earlier in the 
day. When he was about half way up, he turned to 
the right. 

“I think this is about where caves are—if there 
are any caves,” he said. 

In the dim light of the moon, their progress was 
slow, but in a. few minutes they had rounded the 
mountain and could see the clearing below, the 
buildings dark patches against the gray. 

‘There they are,’ said Flix, pointing. Imme- 
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| diately to the left it did seem that there were the 
open mouths of several caves. The boys hurried 
toward them. | 

‘Sure enough, they’re caves, all right,’’ Fred 
said. “But they’re in pretty plain sight from down 
below.” 

‘They are, but let’s investigate them,” Dick said. 

They entered the first cave, which they found to 
be shallow and of limestone formation. The second 
was larger and yawned as a black hole before them. 

“I picked up some pieces of resinous wood on the 
way up,’’ Dick said. “Do you think it will be safe to 
light them and use them as torches?” 

‘Safe enough, should think. Two gentlemen in 
cabin below are quite completely hors de combat, 
which is to say, out of running. Tied up plenty tight. 
Can’t get off their cots. Nobody else to see us.”’ 

Dick lighted one of the boughs, which gave off a 


i smoky but fairly satisfactory light. They entered 
a the cave and found themselves in a wide chamber in 
‘ae which a few stalactites hung. It went back some 
Bs)?) little distance into the mountain, but the flickering 
vee light of the torch showed that it soon came to an 
CNB end. 

Bi: ‘‘Not so good. No place to hide here if dishonest 
a | and nefarious villains come looking for us.” 

hs ‘I’m afraid you’re right, Flix. We'd better try 
ae the next cave,”’ Dick agreed, holding the torch high 


and glancing about him before starting back. 

ae ‘Wait a minute,” Fred said. ‘“There’s a dark 
Be patch there where we came in. Let’s take a look at 
Be. a6" 
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‘““‘Where? I don’t see anything.” 

‘Up above. To the right of the entrance, where 
the wall overhangs a piece.” 

“Oh, that! That’s only a shadow cast by the 

overhanging rock.” 

‘Well, it won’t hurt any to take a look at it. Give 
me a boost, Flix.’’ 

With Flix’s aid, Fred disappeared into the black 
space above. 

‘“There’s a shelf here, anyhow,” he called back. 
‘Hand me the torch for a jiffy, Dick.” 

Dick passed up the torch, and Fred called down 
in an excited voice: 

_ “Say, this is another cave. A small one—small in 
breadth, I mean; it seems to go back for some dis- 
tance. Come on up and take a look.” 

Fred extended his hand, and the two others scram- 
bled up beside him. The torch was almost burned 
out, so Dick lighted another of the branches. The 
cave in which they were would not permit them to 
stand upright and it was not over three feet wide, 
but it continued at a sharp angle to the right of the 
mountain. They advanced a few paces, expecting it 
to end, but it continued before them. 

‘Say, this does look like something good. We 
ought to be able to hole up in here,” Dick said. 

They went on, the cave twisting and winding and 
broadening as they continued for some fifty yards. 
Then the air became suddenly fresher and cooler. 

‘It’s coming out some place,” Dick said. 

The truth of his statement was almost imme- 
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diately evident. ‘The cave opened into a small clump 
of bushes. 
“We walked right by this opening on our way 
here,” Dick declared. ‘These bushes hide it com-— 
pletely. This seems to be an ideal place!” j 
“Cramped, but otherwise most excellent,”’ said 
Flix. ‘Gives us two entrances. Let’s go hack to big. 
cave. See how well hidden other entrance really is.” 
“You and Dick thought it was just a shadow,” 
Fred pointed out. “It must be pretty well hidden.” — 
“Don’t forget this is night and the torch cast 
the shadow,” Dick reminded him. “That inside ~ 
opening may be fairly apparent in the daytime.” ; 
They went back to the inner entrance to the small 
cave, and Fred and Dick let themselves down into 
the big chamber, while Flix stayed behind. Dick held 
i up the torch and he and Fred could see nothing but i 
a black patch. ih) 
‘It certainly seems to be well hidden,” he de 
clared. “I don’t think anyone would ever suspect it.” 
‘How about daytime?” Flix called down. ‘ 
‘It ought to be better yet, then,’ Dick replied. ) 
‘That shelf of rock hides the entrance completely. 
It’s probably pretty dim in here, even when it is’ 
bright daylight outside. And if they were to investi- 
gate this cave and bring torches or flash-lights, the — 
shadow would conceal the entrance. This is our 
hiding place, all right. It’s just the thing. Two en-— 
trances, and we can watch what they’re doing from 
either one.’ iM 
Flix jumped down and joined his companions. anh 
He patted Fred on the shoulder. | 
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“Bright lad. This makes up for boner about 
broken down boat.” 

Fred grinned his appreciation. 

‘IT do get an idea now and then.” 

“Tet’s go back and get Ralph and the grub,” Dick 
said, and they set out. 

Even though they knew approximately where the 
outer entrance to the small cave was situated, they 
had considerable difficulty in finding it, so completely 
was it hidden by the bushes into which it opened. 

“Took, there’s a perfect screen of bushes and 
trees that hides from below not only the tunnel 
mouth but also the way to it from the other side of 
the mountain,” Dick pointed out. ‘““We can keep a 
lookout posted to watch for any boats that might 
come from the south, and if we see anyone coming 
up this way, one of those hiding in the cave can get 
the lookout in long before anyone could get up to 
the cave.” 

They rejoined Ralph and told him of their find. 

“Good enough!” he exclaimed. ‘Now what'll we 
do about this bonfire? Do you think we should leave 
it here or move it up closer to the cave?” 

“Neither one, I think. Look, we'll put it on that 
rock projecting toward the south. Then the fire’d 
be in plain sight of anyone coming from that direc- 
tion. Also it’d be farther away from the caves and 
take the gang’s suspicions away from them,” Dick 
pointed out. “‘We can watch the horizon from just 
around the corner from the caves, and if a boat 
shows up, it probably wouldn’t be awfully hard to 
get down here and light it.” 
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The brushwood Ralph had gathered was moved 
to the point of rock Dick had mentioned, and the 
two tins of gasoline were cached in a crevice nearby. 
Then, taking along the bag of food Fred had 
brought from the cabin, they returned to the cave. 
On the way they gathered several branches which 
might serve as torches if needed. 

Just before they reached the caves, Fred pointed 
to a clump of bushes below them. 

“There’s a little spring down there. Not as handy 
as it might be, maybe, but still within reach from 
the cave.” | 

The bag of food was hoisted into the smaller 
cave, which Ralph proceeded to investigate. 

“Footprints,” said Flix, while Ralph was gone. 
“Better see if we've left any.” 

_“That’s a good idea, though it’s so rocky here- 
abouts, I don’t think that we did.” 

There was no evidence of their presence within 
the large chamber, and a careful investigation out- 
side showed no footprints there. The rocky side of 
the mountain left little opportunity for any betray- 
ing signs. Ralph rejoined them as they came back to 
the large cavern. 

‘“‘There’s no need of our hanging out in that 
small cave, unless we see someone coming in this 
direction,” Dick declared. “We can watch the camp 
safely enough from here. We do need to keep a 
lookout on the other side of the mountain for a 
possible boat searching for Fred and Flix. For the 
rest of the night, I suggest that Fred and Flix turn 
in and get what sleep they can. Ralph and I have 
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already had some. I'll watch for a possible boat 
from the south, and Ralph can keep a watch from 
the mouth of this cave for any action in the clear- 
ing below. If he sees anybody heading this way or 
coming around where they could see me, he can 
come after me, and we'll all take shelter in the tun- 
nel up above.”’ 

This plan being agreeable to all, Dick set out for 
his point of vantage. This, a short distance from the 
outer mouth of the small tunnel, was a rocky cranny 
protected from view below but permitting him to 
scan the entire horizon to the south. ‘The moon was 
setting, and there was nothing to be seen save the 
blinking stars and the inky blackness of the sea. No 
lights of boats were visible nor were there any 
lights to the east, where the coast of the mainland 
lay. No sound came to Dick’s ears except the gentle 
soughing of a light breeze among the trees. The 
night was cold, and he buttoned his coat tightly 
about him. 

It was not very long before the sky to the east 
grew lighter, and the rim of the sun pushed itself 
over the horizon. The sun had risen when Fred 
appeared at Dick’s side. 

“T don’t suppose you’ve seen anything?” he asked. 

Dick shook his head. 

“How about your side?” he asked. 

“Ralph reports that everything was serene over 
there. I’ve come to spell you. You'd better go back 
and get some breakfast—such as it is.’ 

Dick breakfasted on a few crusts of stale bread, 
which, because of his long night vigil, nevertheless 
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tasted good. Flix and Ralph sat at the edge of the 
cave. 

Suddenly Ralph called. 

“Boat in sight.” 

Dick hurriedly gulped down the last morsel of 
bread and went to the mouth of the cavern. A black 
speck was approaching the island, heading straight 
toward the dock. 

“That must be Harker. They know just where 
they’re going,” he said. 

“Suppose we'd better tell Fred?” Ralph asked. 

“No need of that yet. Let’s see what happens.” 

The boat drew rapidly nearer and they were soon 
able to see that it was a black speed-boat, with sev- 

» eral men in it—probably the same boat that had 
brought Ralph and Dick to the island. As they 
watched, it drew up to the little dock. Five men 
jumped out and crossed the clearing to the cabin. 
They opened the door and went in. 

“Now for it!” Dick said softly. ‘“The fireworks 
are about to begin.” 


CHAPTER ZY, 
Almost Safe 


ik Hvebine the three boys watched the clearing. It 
presented the most peaceful scene imaginable. 
Bright sunshine played over the white beach, and the 
water lapping the shore upon which the speed-boat 
rocked was emerald green. 

‘Looks like the setting for a play,” Ralph said. 

“It is one. Enter the actors,’ Dick replied, as two 
men came swiftly from the cabin and looked about 
them. They went to the edge of the clearing and 
returned, just as five more men stepped from the 
cabin. 

“Our friends Lavic and Rance have been re- 
leased,” Dick said. “‘Now what'll they be up to?” 

The group below did not seem to know the an- 
swer to that question any better than did Dick. They 
were evidently in a heated discussion for, though 
they were too far away to be heard, gesticulations 
could be seen. Several of the men left the group and 
began searching the other cabins in the clearing. 

‘They can hardly expect that we're hiding down 
there,”’ Dick said. ‘‘It’s only a matter of time before 


_ they extend their search.” 


“Yes, and it’s only a matter of time before they 
come up here to investigate these caves. I wish 
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they'd hurry up about it and get it over with,” 
Ralph replied. 

“Tt’s a shame Fred had to blurt that out about 
the boat being broken down,” said Dick. “I wouldn’t 
want to say so in front of him, for, goodness knows, 
he feels badly enough about it as it is, but it was 
dumb of him! Because, when they saw there wasn’t 
a boat around, they’d probably think we’d made 
good our escape, and they’d probably light out as 
fast as possible themselves.” 

“Another dumb stunt. My suggestion about bon- 
fire.” 

‘“Tfow’s that, Flix?” 

“They'll probably discover it. Know why we put it 
there. Know we’re on island. Otherwise might think 
we repaired boat and got off.” | 

“That’s a fact! It hadn’t occurred to me. We 
were all dumb on that one, I guess. Wonder if we 
could get down there and destroy the thing before 
—no,’” Dick broke off, ‘‘some of them are starting 
off along the coast in that direction. I guess they’ve 
made up their minds what to do.” 

The men in the clearing had divided into two 
parties, one following the coast to the south and one 
to the north. 

“We'd better get Fred in here,” Dick said. “I'll 
go after him.” 

Dick climbed to the small tunnel and slipped out 
of the opening behind the bush. Crouching well 
down so that he could not possibly be seen from 
below, he hurried to the spot where Fred was keep- 


ing watch. 
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“They've come!” he announced. 

“Who? Harker and his outfit?” Fred asked. 

“T guess so. Five men in a speed-boat, anyhow. 
They’ve released Lavic and Rance, and they've 
started out searching the stand, We'd better get 
back to the cave.’ 

They rejoined the others in che chamber of the 
large cavern. 

“Don’t you fellows think we’d probably better 
get into the tunnel?’ Ralph asked. “They might 
approach from the side and catch us in here. We can 
watch just as well from up there.” 

This seemed wise counsel. After carefully exam- 
ining the big rock chamber to make sure that they 
had left no clues to betray the fact that they had 
been there, the four boys climbed into the hidden 
tunnel above. They crawled along it until they 
reached the opposite end, from which they could 
view the clearing below from the narrow mouth of 
the tunnel. 

The party of searchers which had started north 
had turned back. 

“They know there’s not much use looking there. 
The mountain comes down almost to the sea,’ 
Ralph said. 

The four men stopped in the clearing below; then 
one of them pointed toward the caves on the moun- 
tain. After a moment or two of consultation, they 
started to climb toward the caves. 

“We're off!” said Dick. 

“Oh, boy, wouldn’t I like to see another boat 
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putting in down there right now!” Fred said fer- 
vently. ) 

The party was coming straight up the side of the 
mountain toward the cluster of caves. The boys 
drew back, even though they knew they could not 
be seen. Then the group of searchers disappeared 
into the first cave, only to reappear a moment later. 

“Now for ours!” Dick breathed. 

They saw the men disappear into the cavern a 
short distance to their left. 

“I’m going back to the inside mouth of the cave,” 
Dick said. 

“So’m I,” Fred put in. 

“All right, but the rest of you had better stay 
here and watch this end. Be careful now, Fred, and 
don’t make any noise,’ and Dick led the way back. 
For the last few yards toward the inner entrance to 
their small tunnel they crawled forward on their 
hands and knees, in order to make sure that they 
would not be seen. They could hear voices in the 
cavern. 

‘TDoesn’t look like anybody’s been here,” someone 
was saying. 

“That’s Harker,” Dick told Fred. “I’d recognize 
that husky voice of his anywhere.” 

“No, sefior, it does not. Still we must look with 
care,” came an answering voice, which both boys 
knew to be that of Gomez. 

“Police evidently didn’t catch our Aztec friend,” 
Dick whispered to his companion. 


They could hear the searchers moving about, 
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catch muttered phrases of disappointment. Then, 
abruptly, a new voice broke in. 

“Hey, Harker,” came a loud hail. 

“Yeh. What’s up, Lavic? Your bunch find ’em?” 

“No, we didn’t, boss, but we found a big bonfire 
about ready to be lit. Down on the southern end 
of the island. There’s a couple of five gallon cans 
of gasoline parked there, too.” 

“Aha! They have planned a signal!” said Gomez. 

“T don’t much like that,’? Harker declared. “‘Sup- 
pose they were in cahoots with the police and ar- 
ranged to signal them if they found us?” 

“Ptcha, no, my friend. The police would not 
allow these young boys to come to search alone. 
They no doubt hoped to signal some passing fisher- 
man.” 3 

“That sounds reasonable, all right. But I don’t 
like it just the same. You didn’t find their boat, did 
you, Hep?” 

“No sign of it as far as I went,” Lavic replied. 
“T hustled up here’s soon as we found that bonfire. 
The rest of the bunch went on around. They ought 
to be here any—hello, here comes Benny now. Fin 
anything, Benny?’ 7 

“Nope,” came a new voice. “We've been around 
the place, but we didn’t see hide or hair of any of 
%em.”’ 

“The boat,” put in Harker sharply. “Did you 
see anything of their boat?” 

“No boat, either, boss.”’ 

“Say, do you suppose they could have got away 
after all?’ Lavic’s voice was uneasy. 


129 


The Cortez Emerald Mystery 
“You said you heard one of ’em say that the boat 
was broken down, didn’t you?” demanded Harker. 
‘Yeh, but they might have fixed it.” 
“I know. That’s just it. What'd you think, Go- 
mez?” 
‘How should I know, senor ?”’ 
“Tf they did, they could have the police down on 
us any time,” Harker said. “‘Maybe we'd better be 
getting off this island pretty quick.”’ 
Hidden in the tunnel above the speakers, Dick 
gave Fred’s arm a jubilant squeeze. 
“Not so fast, my friend,” said Gomez. “I admit 
that what you say is a possibility, but I do not like 
the thought of leaving now. Tonight, as I have 
told you, I have arranged, in accordance with your 
own instructions, that we shall be taken off. In that 
manner we can be safely away. If we go now, we 
must stay on the mainland somewhere close by, and 
you know, sefor, that the police are looking for us 
everywhere.” 
“Don’t I know it, though!’’ exclaimed Harker 
bitterly. “I wish I’d never got into this thing.”’ 
‘Nevertheless, you are in it, sefor. Better to 
search farther, I think. I do not relish the thought 
of meeting the police any more than you, but our 
chances on shore are none too good, you see. Let 
us first make sure that the boys are not on the island. 
If they have escape, it will probably in any case be 
too late for us to—how do you say?—to make our 
getaway.” | 


“TI guess maybe you're right, Gomez. These kids 
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aren’t here, anyhow. There’re more of these caves. 
Let’s look in them.” 

“Whew! We've got them worried,” whispered 
Dick to Fred, as they hurried back through the tun- 
nel. ‘‘And they’ve passed up this place entirely, now. 
What a break!” 

“Wonder how Gomez got away?’ Fred mut- 
tered. 

Quickly the two boys gave their companions the 
gist of what they had heard. 

‘We saw them come out,’’ Flix, at the mouth of 
the cave, told them. “They’re searching in those 
two other tunnels next to this. Here they come 
now. They’re going the other way, I think,” and 
Flix, grasping a bush which grew in the mouth of 
the tunnel, leaned out to watch their progress. And 
then, before anyone had time to make a motion, the 
bush gave way, and Flix, with an alarmed gasp and 
a great clatter of pebbles, plunged down the side 
of the mountain! 
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EFORE the last pebble had clattered down the 

mountain, Harker was at Flix’s side. He jerked 
him to his feet as the other members of Harker’s 
party came running up. 

‘““Here’s one of them!” he shouted. “The rest 
are probably in there, too.”’ 

Flix’s fall had torn away the bushes and exposed 
the opening to the tunnel. Harker drew out a wicked 
looking revolver and Lavic did likewise. 

“Come on out!” Harker shouted. ‘No use play- 
ing possum. We’ve got you. Step on it!” 

The three boys in the cave looked at each other. 

“‘No use. We might as well go out,” Dick said 
and jumped down, followed by Ralph and Fred. 
They were immediately surrounded. 

‘Are you hurt, Flix?” Dick asked, anxiously. 

Flix shook his head. 

“No, but I’ve certainly gummed up the works.” 

“You couldn’t help it.’ 

‘‘As your young companion has so picturesquely 
expressed it,’’ a saturnine smile played across Go- 
mez’s dark face as he spoke mockingly, “the works 
are most certainly glued up. Sefores, how do you 


do? We five meet again—this time under happier 
132 


Ce aC aye A “a An! ¥ oe © bat 
1 ALTOS ote ate Ty er ee py Et ak ig v7 
UP NET AO NRG BEL RDA A AiG ieee 
PW te. ik 


The Police Pay a Vistt 


circumstances for myself, but I fear under less 
pleasant circumstances for you.” 

The four boys understood his meaning. As re- 
lated in another volume, The Lost City of the Az- 
tecs, Gomez, whose real name was Thlaxan, had 
been a priest of the Sun God, holding in supersti- 
tious terror the inhabitants of the city of Chico- 
moztoc, whom he had exploited to his own ad- 
vantage. The boys, together with two Aztec friends, 
had destroyed the power of the priests of the Sun 
God and had caused Thlaxan’s banishment. 

Dick looked the Aztec full in the face. 

“And you're still up to your crooked tricks!” he 
said hotly. 

Gomez laughed shortly. 

“Hard words, sefior. They will not help you in 
your present situation.” 

“Come on. There’s no use standing here palaver- 
ing,” Harker interjected. “Let's get ’em down to 
the cabin.” 

The four boys were marched down the side of the 
mountain to the cabin in which Ralph and Dick had 
been held prisoners the day before. Their captors’ 
vigilance did not relax until the door was closed 
safely behind them. 

“Where’s your boat?” Harker demanded then. 

There seemed to be no reason for concealment. 

“Tt was washed away with the tide,” Dick told 
him. 

“That’s good. Nobody knew where you were 
going, either, or they'd been out looking for you 
before this. We're safe enough, I guess.’ 
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‘Don’t be too sure of that,’’ Fred put in. “Some- 
body’ll be out looking for us from the place where 
we rented the boat, unless I miss my guess.” 

“What if they do look for you? With you stowed 
away safely out of sight, all we've got to do is tell 
"em that we never saw you or anything of your 
boat. How’re they going to know any different ?”’ 

‘Don’t forget. Coppers looking for you for steal- 
ing emerald. Also for kidnaping Ralph and Dick. 
Know Fred and I are friends of theirs; were with 
party that came looking for them. Pretty suspicious, 
our disappearing, too,” Flix said. “Hence, most 
likely police will come looking for us. How’re you 
going to explain your presence on uninhabited is- 
land? Rather difficult. Even though you stow us 
away, police will be suspicious.” 

‘“How’re we going to explain our being here, eh?” 
Harker gave a satisfied chuckle. ‘““That’s easy, my 
son. There’s nothing suspicious about our being 
here, I can tell you that. For three years now my 
outfit has holed up out here, and no one’s suspected 
us yet. You want to know why? There’s no harm 
telling you, since we'll take good care that you don’t 
get away again. The reason they won’t suspect us,’ 
and Harker chuckled again, as if at a huge joke, “‘is 
that we’re honest manufacturers, young fellow. This 
is a pottery manufacturing establishment, and we’ve 
been running it for three years. It’s a blind, of 
course; the amount of pottery we make you could 
truck away on a kiddy car, but nobody knows that. 
Me and my outfit used to be in the bootlegging pro- 


fession, you know, and this island was a mighty 
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handy place to have then. That was the reason when 
this pottery works here was offered for sale I bought 
it up. It hasn’t been much use since repeal, but it'll 
come in fine now. Yeh, let the police come ahead. 
They're welcome.” 

“They'll recognize you and Gomez,” Ralph said. 

‘‘No, they won’t, because we won't be in sight to 
be recognized. All they'll find is this pottery manu- 
facturing outfit, a perfectly respectable one. Business 
is dull, and we’re not working just at this time, you 
see, but there are a few men here getting the plant 
in shape.” 

Flix turned abruptly to Gomez. 

‘“Fow’d you get here? Police watching for you at 
hotel.” 

Gomez smiled. 

“Yes, sefior, I know that. I fear there is some 
clothing in that hotel room which will never be 
claimed, but there is nothing there of real value, 
either to myself or to the police, I can assure you. 
It was unkind of you, sefiores, to cause me to be 
barred from my room, but I can scarcely blame you 
for your action. I am not so unreasonable as that. 
It is most unfortunate for you that I did not walk 
unsuspectingly into the trap your friends the police 
had set for me, as I might easily have done. How- 
ever, a colleague of Senor Harker, a gentleman who 
bears the quaint name of Shark Rimmer, intercepted 
me and explained the situation. Naturally, I felt 
that the loss of a few clothes would be compensated 
for by the possession of a rather valuable emerald 
and that priceless thing, freedom. It would have 

135 


The Cortez Emerald Mystery 


: been most embarrassing to explain to the police, so 
BY I did not return to my room. Seftor Alfrenz is no 1% 
q hone is nal 
Beis “You've got things fixed up pretty well,” Dick — 
Be admitted. ‘“What are you going to do about us?” 
me “T think, senor, we shall take you on a visit to 


Mexico. It is an interesting country—large and not 
densely populated. There are not many police to — 
interfere with one. What will be done with you 
e's once we arrive there will depend upon circumstances, 
er senores.” 

Bee “Flow are you going to get us there?” Dick 
i asked. ‘I imagine by this time every road in the 


| state of California is being guarded. After all, there 
4 are four of us. It won’t exactly be the easiest thing 
‘ r the world to slip by the patrols that are watching 
i or you. 

‘” “We're not afraid of that. We'll manage,” 
AM Harker said. ‘“‘We have a very simple way of avoid- 
ae ing all that.” | ny 

1 “What?” 

ig “Don’t get worked up about it, young fellow. 
me, You'll find out soon enough.” | 
a | The door burst open, and Hep Lavic appeared. 
tie “There’s a boat headed this way! It looks like 


the police launch from Ocean’ Port!” 

“All right. You fellows know what to do. Come 
along, you kids,” and the four boys were herded 
into the small room at the back of the cabin. Here 
they were quickly bound and gagged; then, to their 
surprise, Harker swung out a section of the east 
wall to reveal a door to a small chamber. It was 
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not exactly a secret door, but was so constructed 
that it fitted into the wall as if it were a part of it. 

“Didn't know about this, did you?” Harker 
chuckled. “This place was useful when we were 
bootlegging.” 

The boys were carried into the room and un- 
ceremoniously deposited upon the floor. 

“They're coming up from the dock. There are 
three fellows in the boat, and one of them is coming 
this way,” someone called from outside. 

“J eave the door between these two rooms open,’ 
Harker commanded Lavic. “That way it won't look 
suspicious. Be sure to give him a chance to look 
around. You know what to say, don’t you?”’ 

“Sure do, boss.” » 


Harker and Gomez stepped into the small cham- 


ber with the boys and shut the door carefully. 

Followed a short wait, and then the sound of 
footsteps approaching. 

“Hello!” called Lavic. 

“Fello,” a deep voice answered. “My name’s 
Waters, Sergeant Rolland Waters of the Ocean 
Port police.” | 

“Come on in, Sergeant. Anything I can do for 
ou?” 

“We're looking for a couple of boys who dis- 
appeared. They rented a boat at Ocean Port yes- 
terday and haven't been heard of since. Haven’t 
got any track of them, yet. Have you seen anything 
of them?” | 

“Can’t say that I have, sergeant. Did they come 
up this way?” 
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‘Fellow at the boat dock didn’t know which way 
they headed. We’re looking for them both up and 
down the coast.” 

“And you haven’t found them? That’s funny. 
Do you suppose they might have stolen the boat?” 

“Well, I hardly think so. We think they may be 
a couple of young fellows mixed up in the stealing 
of an emerald and a kidnaping. You may have 
heard about that.” 

‘‘No, I don’t believe I have, Sergeant,’ Lavic’s 
voice was guileless. ‘“You see, we’ve been out here 
at the pottery works for several days. Haven’t been 
1 running lately, but we’re getting things into shape. 
Pee: Looks as if business was going to pick up. I haven’t 
ee seen a paper. When’d it happen?” 
is The boys, helplessly bound in the small room, 
Be heard the police sergeant tell of the theft of the 
P emerald and of the search which had been instituted 

x for the kidnapers. Lavic expressed great surprise 
i at hearing the story.” 
i “Say, that’s something pretty bad!’’ he exclaimed. 
ae _ “These crooks are getting worse and worse. Some- 
1 thing ought to be done about this disregard of law. 
‘a And how about these two fellows in the boat? Were 
ie they the ones that were kidnaped ?”’ 
ne ‘No. As far as that goes, we don’t know if they’re 

| connected with the case, but we think they may be. 
The fathers of the two kidnaped boys came on from 
Rollston by plane yesterday, and a couple of the 
boys’ friends came along with them,” Sergeant 
Waters explained. ““These two friends didn’t show 
up at the hotel yesterday or this morning, and we 
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sort of figured that they might possibly be the ones 
that had hired the boat.” 

“Where was this house that the gang was hang- 
ing out in?” Lavic asked, innocently. ‘It sounded 
as if it was around here.” 

“Tt is,” the sergeant replied. “Right about 
straight across from here on the mainland. That’s 
another thing. Did you ever notice anything sus- 
picious over there?” 

“No, I never have, Sergeant, but then, the main- 
land’s too far away. We wouldn’t know what's 
going on over there. Can’t see anything but the 
coast line from here. And those two boys in the 
boat didn’t come anywhere around this island, I’m 
pretty sure. We'd of seen them.” 

“To you suppose they might have landed down 
the south end somewhere ?” 

“Tf they had, they’d probably have come up here. 
I’ll tell you, though. One of the men was up on the 
mountain this morning. You know, you can see the 
whole island from there. I'll ask him if he saw any- 
thing,’ Lavic went to the door and called, “Hey, 
Benny! Benny!” 

In a moment a third voice was heard: 

“What'd you want?” 

“Benny, this is Sergeant Waters of the Ocean 
Port police. He’s looking for a couple of boys who 
rented a boat there yesterday and disappeared. You 
were up the mountain this morning. Did you see 
anything of them? The Sergeant thinks that they 
might have got stranded here.” 

“No, I sure didn’t.” 
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“Did you see anything of a boat or the wreck 
of one?’ Sergeant Waters asked. 

“No, everything was like always. I’d of seen any- 
thing if it’d been there.” 

‘Well, Sergeant, it looks like we can’t help you 
any,’ Lavic said. ‘‘Would you like to take a look 
around? Go over the island? Glad to have you.” 

“No, I don’t think I'll take the time,” Sergeant 
Waters said, and the boys, helplessly bound and 
gagged, listened in dismay. ‘This fellow’d prob- 
ably have seen some sign of them if there were any. 
Sorry to have troubled you. If you find out anything, 
let us know, will you?” 

“T’ll sure do that,’’ Lavic answered, and went to 
the door with the policeman. 

In the hidden chamber, Harker gave a low 
chuckle. | 

‘“‘That’s these dumb Ocean Port police for you. 
I knew we'd put it over on ’em. Didn’t even take 
a look around!” 

“Shall we go out now?” Gomez asked. 

“No. Better wait until Lavic gives us the word.” 

Lavic returned a few minutes later and opened 
the door. 

‘‘They’re gone,” he grinned. “The coast is clear.” 

The boys were unbound and allowed to go out. 
Heavy hearted they saw the police launch disap- 
pearing in the distance. Harker stood beside them. 

‘Well, there goes your last hope, fellows,” he 
said, with a grin. ‘Pretty quick now you'll be on 
your way to Mexico, and then we'll see what we'll 
see.” 
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WALLOWING his disappointment, Dick stared 

after the dwindling dot which represented the 
police launch and their hope of immediate rescue. 
Then he turned to Harker. 

“You've fooled the police this time, all right, but 
I still don’t see how you're helped a lot or how 
you're going to get us to Mexico without discovery.” 

“Well, since you'll know before long anyhow, I 
might as well tell you now. How do you suppose we 
honest pottery manufacturers get our products to 
market, young fellow?” 

Dick was suddenly enlightened. 

“A ship!” he said. 

“Certainly,” Harker chuckled. “The good old 
Coral Queen. She’s an old tub, but she’s equipped 
with a pretty good set of gasoline motors. I won't 
say that she’s carried a whole lot of pottery, ex- 
actly, but back before repeal, she did handle plenty 
of glassware. She’s been laid up in San Pedro for 
some little time now. As a matter of fact, I’ve been 
trying to sell her, because I didn’t see much use for 
her any more, but now she’ll come in handy for this 
little trip of ours. She’ll be along after dark— 
we’ve arranged that—and then we'll take a nice 
ocean voyage. The old tub’s about ready to fall to 
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pieces, anyhow, so if we have to abandon her when 
we get to Mexico, she'll be no great loss—not when 
Bvt you figure in the profits on a nice, glittering em- 
Bea yh erald.” 

ee | ‘“‘Kidnaping’s a mighty serious business nowadays, 
a Harker,” Fred flared. 

Be” “You bet it is,’ Harker agreed. ‘You got to ad- 
' mit that we didn’t go in for it voluntarily. You 
“Wan forced our hand. If you kids had kept your noses out 
iM of our business, there wouldn’ t have been any kid- 
naping. You don’t think we’re particularly anxious 


ae for your company, do you?” get 
i | ‘As the old proverb has it, sefiores, one might 

Be as well be hung for a sheep as for a lamb,” Gomez 

ae broke in. ‘Unfortunately and from no desire of our 

ne own, we are already guilty of kidnaping you. We 

i’ have now no choice but to take you with us. And, 

We senores, let me warn you—we are in a desperate 
E situation. We shall not hesitate to take whatever 
By: steps we feel necessary for our safety.” The implied 
a threat was plain to the four boys. “Once we are in 
Be Mexico and safe from pursuit, we shall decide about 
iat the advisability @ setting you free. In the mean- 
ee time, any attem| on your part to escape, sefores, 

a is likely to prove exceedingly unhealthy. That warn- 

a ing is hardly necessary, however; you are not in a 

by position to attempt to escape.” 

(ih i “When is ship coming?” Flix asked. 

t “Tt is scheduled to arrive here shortly after night- 
S ea fall,’”?’ Gomez told him. ‘‘We think it well that our 
| ve activities be observed as little as possible.” 

a ike 
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The boys were brought back to the cabin, and 
Rance was set as a guard over them. pi 
“You may have the freedom of this little place, 


sefiores. Make yourself as comfortable as our lim- 


ited facilities will permit,’ Gomez told them mock- 
ingly. “Of course, we shall keep a watch over the 
sea, and should another boat appear, we must again 
require you to repair to the little chamber in which 
you remained while the police were paying us a 
visit. I trust that the necessity of inconveniencing 
you in that fashion will not arise.” 

‘Nice, friendly beggar,” Flix growled. 

The afternoon wore slowly on. Rance remained 
on guard at the door, and the boys were unable to 
talk freely, but ‘this was no great hardship, since 
none of them had any helpful ideas. No other boat 
appeared. A high wind arose late in the day, and 
rain spattered angrily on the roof of the cabin. 

Dusk fell, and preparations were made for em- 
barking. At about eight o’clock, a hail came from 
the dock. 

‘“Rowboat coming in!” a 

“That’ll be from the Coral Jon,” Rance told 
them. ‘‘But I ain’t taking any cha.it¢s on it,” and he 
herded them into the back room.» 

In a few minutes, Harker entered. 

“All right, Rance,” he said. ““The Coral Queen 
is here. Good thing, too, with this gale blowing. 
We'll get aboard right away. There’s a storm com- 
ing up; we'll have to hurry. Come on, you boys.” 

Harker led the way to the dock, where a rowboat 
was waiting. A short distance out from the island 
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they could see a dark bulk which must be the Coral 
Queen, but no lights were showing. They entered 
the ship’s boat, accompanied by Harker and Gomez, 
and the men at the oars sent it out into the bay. 
A few minutes’ rowing brought them to the side 
of the Coral Queen. A cautious flash-light from the 
deck illumined its rust-streaked sides and a rope 
ladder. 

“Up you go,’? commanded Harker, and one by 
one the boys clambered up the ladder, followed by 
Gomez and Harker. The ship’s boat immediately 
put off for shore again. 

“They'll bring out a couple more of the fellows,” 
Harker said. ‘“The rest’ll go on to the mainland in 
the speed-boat. If the police come out again, they'll 
ni find a perfectly respectable pottery works. Deserted, 
ie of course, but perfectly respectable. And there 

Cy - won't be any evidence that you were ever there, 

either.” 

Guided by the beam of an electric flash-light, the 
boys were led into the cabin of the Coral Queen 
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oe and down a companionway. Harker opened a door. 
i “Get in there,” he ordered. ‘‘We’re not taking 
pf any chances on you now.” 

Be) The four boys crowded into the small cabin, and 
yi Harker left, locking the door behind him. The cabin 
oh was almost pitch dark. There was a small porthole 
ae on one side, and from it they looked out, but could 
i see nothing but the dim outline of the island. There 
a was not sufficient light to see each other. 

Be “Ouch!” came Fred’s pained voice. 

ys “T found a bed—or a bunk, I guess you'd call it 
ei 
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on a ship. I started to sit down and bumped my 
head,” Fred felt about in the darkness. “There's 
another bunk over it,’”’ he explained. 

Further exploration in the dark informed them 
that the cabin was equipped with two bunks, one 
over the other, as Fred had said, a seat which let 
down from the wall, and a chest of drawers under 
the lower bunk. That was all. 

“The rowboat’s back again,” said Ralph. 

They could hear footsteps on the deck overhead; 
then the squeak of davits as the ship’s boat was 
hauled aboard. Then, almost immediately, the Coral 
Queen began to throb. 

‘“They’ve started the motors,”’ Dick said. 

‘And we're off,” Ralph added. They could feel 
a slight motion, and, as they looked out of the port- 
hole, the island seemed to be slipping away from 
them. 

‘Didn’t think when we started for party at your 
house the other day that I’d be making ocean voy- 
age so soon,” Flix said to Ralph. 

“And we didn’t think that we’d ever run into 
Gomez again, either,” Fred added. 

The island was now behind them. No longer pro- 
tected by its shores, the Coral Queen was rolling in 
the swell as it moved forward. 

‘Quite a sea running,” Flix opined. 

‘How do you know so much about it?” Fred 
asked. 

Flix did not deign to answer. 

Some half-hour later, the door opened to admit 
Harker, a ship’s lantern in his hand. 
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“We're out to sea, now,” he informed them, ‘‘so 
it'll be all right to show lights.” He fixed the lan- 
tern into a standard on the side of the cabin. 

Lavic followed him in, a bundle of blankets in 
his arms. 

“A couple of you'll have to sleep on the floor, I 
guess,’ Harker said, as Lavic deposited the blank- 
ets on the lower bunk. ‘‘We don’t have proper ac- 
commodations for guests. I guess you’ll make out, 
all right. Hey, what the deuce!” The Coral Queen 
had given a sudden lurch, which flung Harker 
against the door. Flix was thrown against him, and 
the others maintained their upright positions only 
by clinging to the iron rods which supported the 
bunks. 

“That was some wave!” Harker commented, as 
he righted himself. ‘“There’s dirty weather ahead 
of us, from the looks of things. Hope you boys 
aren’t inclined to get sea-sick,” he grinned. “This 
tub ain’t exactly an ocean liner. Matter of fact, the 
pumps are working now. This ship always did leak 
like a sieve, and lying up at Pedro didn’t help her 
any. She’s an old boat and won’t stand much batter- 
ing. How about your porthole? Closed, eh? That’s 
good. You'd be shipping water, before long, other- 
wise. Well, sorry I can’t fix you up more comfort- 
ably. Pleasant dreams,” and Harker withdrew, 
again carefully locking the door as he went out. 

As the door closed, they were all four thrown 
into a heap across the cabin by the impact of an- 
other wave. 
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‘Say, this is too much of a good thing!” Fred 
complained, picking himself up. 

Ralph clung to the porthole and peered out. By 
the dim light of the moon he could see the waves 
running high, crested with angry white-caps. Then 
a black cloud scudded across the moon, blotting out 
the scene. 

‘Looks as if we’re in for a real storm,” Ralph 
commented, just as the vessel shook again under the 
impact of another gigantic roller. 

‘It’s not much fun tumbling around like this,” 
Dick said. ‘‘Let’s turn in. At least when you're lying 
down, you can’t do any more than roll over when 
the ship gets to doing acrobatics.” 

“Who gets the bunks?” Ralph asked. 

‘Fred can’t have upper one,” Flix stated firmly. 
*‘Much too plump. If he rolls off—umph! Crush 
fellows on floor below flat as pancakes.” 

‘We'd better put you up there, Flix. An ape like 
you ought to be able to hang on without any 
trouble,” Fred retorted. 

“We'll draw lots; that'll end this argument,” 
Dick said, taking a page from his pocket notebook 
and tearing it. “The longest one gets the top berth, 
the next longest the one below, the other two sleep 
on the floor—or try to.” He held out the slips and 
the others drew. Ralph won the upper berth, Flix 
the lower, and Fred and Dick were to share the 
space on the floor. With considerable difficulty be- 
cause of the tossing of the ship, they spread the 
bankets and took their places. 

Sleep seemed impossible. At almost regular in- 
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tervals the Coral Queen shivered from stem to stern 
as a giant wave struck her. Whenever that happened 
the ship seemed to shake herself and plunge down 
over the wave. The high side-boards attached to 
the bunks kept Ralph and Flix secure, but Dick and 
Fred found themselves rolling over each other, 
until they learned to brace themselves. 

“Tf I ever get out of this, I won't ever want to 
take another roller-coaster ride,” Fred groaned dis- 
mally. ‘I guess I’m just a landlubber.”’ 

“Feels as if the old tub were going to go to pieces 
at every crack,” Ralph declared. 

“Shut up, you fellows, and go to sleep. Even if 
you’re not, I’m enjoying this,” Flix said, but the 
tone of his voice gave the lie to his words. | 

Even though they were below decks they could 
hear the roar of the wind as well as the slithering 
of water alongside. Every now and then a wave 
slashed across the thick glass of the closed porthole 
with an impact like that of a giant fist. When they 
dropped over a high wave, the Coral Queen vibrated 
fiercely as its screw was flung into the air. Fortu- 
nately the lamp was firmly fixed to its support, 
and they felt grateful for its light. 

The floor of the cabin was hard, even with a 
couple of blankets spread over it, Dick found. He 
turned and twisted, but every time he achieved what 


‘approached a comfortable position, Fred, lying be- 


side him, caused an upheaval of the blankets as he, 

too, shifted his position. Sleep seemed impossible, 

but finally, tired from the day’s activity and excite- 

ment, Dick dozed off despite the tossing of the ship. 
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His was an uneasy slumber, half between wake- 
fulness and sleep. Wild phantasies chased them- 
selves through his dreams. Once Harker pursued 
him into the cave, while Dick attempted to run 
with leaden feet, and then Harker began to press 
the roof of the cave down upon him, which did not 
surprise Dick, even though Harker was in the cave 
with him. He felt the heavy pressure of the rock 
on his chest, growing more intolerable every mo- 
ment, until he awoke to find that Fred, snoring 
peacefully, had rolled over on him. He shoved the 
fat boy off without interrupting his sleep; then lay 
awake listening to the crash of the waves and the 
whistling of the wind. 

He dozed off again, and nightmares once more 
rode through his uneasy slumber. A giant swing 
took him far into the sky, high above mountains. 
He could see for miles around. Then the swing 
dropped with breath-taking speed, while Molly 
stood below him laughing and waving. Then he was 
on a horse in a dreadful hurry to go somewhere to 
accomplish an errand which he could not quite re- 
member. Still on the horse he was in the Rollston 
College museum, talking to Norman Chaney, the 
assistant curator, about football. Mr. Chaney was 
amazingly stupid; he could not understand that if 
the football was deflated it would make the game 
more like tennis, especially if there were five men 
on a team. Painstakingly Dick tried to explain this 
to the man. But his head was becoming heavy; Fred 
was packing footballs around it, dozens of footballs, 
hundreds of them, and he was suffocating. Then 

149 


¥ Altai g rk ace om ie) ie Ue ey ee (ast Ney oN," ye eet DLT, ee Ee we if SL ae ry aire \. 

of il VAG AE ren ce nt bis at a OR RRR SUS NED 4 Oe AMPA atu ek Tepe Ravn BY OBST ARTS Oe Nay | * om Ae, BEAR, OS EWES Ue ah aa oly se ee. 

id Mueen Nt ele A ee as fe} Mi lala oa Uy bane ty a bi HAN A Joe Gh ” oh ae TS | m? er ei i mY mate} Pay. wie ee i sb tata ake) 

PRD eye OY Sy HAS ai ial PV ALD MANY Matinee Nerd Ve WIL Boh 48 ote Aah NOS par oa oe ee ks oe oe Ny hh ER AA Aa 99h ey he) 
Me a Nt, Pt Wate Vitus > as Ue Ua y + SAPP AC te ‘ € Ti 1 1 Me y \ 


The Cortez Emerald Mystery 


Dick awoke. The cabin lamp was sickly yellow in ~ 
the pale light of dawn which filtered through the _ 
porthole. The cabin was tilted at a ridiculous angle; — 
his feet were much higher than his head. Dick real- _ 
ized then that the ship must be listing sharply to 
one side. 

Dick jumped to his feet, and, stepping over Fred, 
who was still sleeping peacefully, went to the port- 
hole. He could see little. The sky was black and 
overcast, the waves were still running high, and 
they were much nearer to the porthole than they had 
been the night before. 

“What's up?” Ralph was leaning out of the up- 
per berth, looking down at him. 

“T don’t know. The ship seems to be heeled way 
over on its side,’ and Dick braced himself as the 
Coral Queen gave a long, uneasy roll. 

Ralph jumped down from his berth, eliciting a 
surprised grunt from Fred, who sat up and rubbed 
his eyes. Flix, too, awakened. 

“Top of the morning—ouch!” Flix had sat up 
too abruptly and bumped his head on the berth 
above. “Ridiculous arrangement for sleeping quar- 
ters,” he added, rubbing his head. 

“Say, the floor’s tilted!” Fred exclaimed in sur- 
prise, as he scrambled to his feet. 

“IT know. The ship’s got a big list,’’ Dick replied. 

“That’s bad. Wonder what’s the matter? Why 
everything so quiet?” Flix put in. 

“The engines! They’ve stopped!” Dick exclaimed. 
“Tye been wondering what was wrong, and that’s 
it!” 
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‘Engines stopped in a sea as heavy as this isn’t 
a very good sign,’ Ralph said. ‘“‘Do you suppose 
something is wrong ?”’ 

Footsteps clattered on the deck overhead, run- 
ning footsteps; and, faintly, they heard someone 
bawling a command. 

‘Something is wrong!’’ Fred cried. 

The Coral Queen gave another lurch, and the 
tilt of the cabin became even more pronounced. 

“I wonder if she’s sinking!’ There was panic in 
Fred’s voice. 

Footsteps again, on the deck overhead, and then 
running down the passageway outside the door. 

Flix pounded on the door. 

‘Hey, out there! What’s the matter?” 

There was no answer. There was obvious con- 
fusion on deck; the calling of commands; the clatter 
of feet. 

Dick peered out of the window at the angry sea. 
There was nothing else to be seen. The Coral Queen 
gave another lurch. They heard a voice, high and 
shrill : 

‘She’s foundering!” 

Flix hammered on the door. They shouted. There 
was no reply. 

‘Surely they’re not going to desert us!” 

“They couldn’t do that!” 

The sounds on deck faded and silence followed. 
The creaking of the ship as she wallowed in the 
trough was the only sound. 

Dick, at the porthole, gave a sudden exclamation. 
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| “They've put off in the rowboat! The whole { a, 
of them! They’re deserting the ship!” i 
Flix struggled frantically with the handle of 


locked door of the cabin. 
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CHAPTER XVIII 
The Last of the Coral Queen 


FE threw his shoulder against the stout door, 
which did not budge. 

“We've got to get out!” he cried frantically. His 
face was white and beads of perspiration stood on 
his forehead. Again he threw himself against the 
door. ; 

Flix straightened and grasped his shoulder. 

‘Take it easy, Fred,” he said in a queer, strained 
voice. ‘“T'wo are better than one. We'll both try. 
Now, when I count three! One—two—THREE!” 
Their shoulders crashed against the wooden panel, 
but it held fast. Again and again they tried it; then 
stepped back, and Ralph and Dick took their places, 
but with no better success. 

‘We're sinking deeper!’? Fred pointed to the 
porthole. It was now under water. “We're sinking!” 

“All right, keep calm!’ Dick, with an effort, kept 
down the mounting panic in his own breast. “‘We’ve 
been deserted, and our only hope is to try to get 
out through this door. Won’t do any good to get 
worked up about it. Come on, Ralph, let’s try 
again.” 

They did, and so did Flix and Fred. There was 
not room for more than two at a time to batter at 
the stout panels. 
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“No use,” said Flix finally. “That door’s too 
solid. We can just stay here and—” he did not finish 
the sentence. 

‘“Wait!’? There was sudden hope in Dick’s voice. 
“Have any of you got a knife?” 

“I have,” said Flix. ‘It’s only a penknife, though. 
What’re you thinking of doing? Goughing through 
the panel? Knife isn’t big enough—’”’ 

‘No,’ Dick broke in. ‘‘Look—the hinges on the 
door. See, they’re the kind that have an iron core 
running through them. If we can pry that core out, 
the hinges will come apart, and we may be able to 
get the door open.” 

‘Sure! You’re right!” Flix jerked out the knife 
and handed it to Dick. Eagerly Dick inserted the 
blade in the tiny crack in the bottom hinge. He 
worked away, while the others watched breathlessly. 

“I think I’ve moved it a little!’’ Dick slipped the 
blade out. ‘“‘Yes, it’s come up about an eighth of 
an inch.” 

He went back to work, handling the fragile blade 
carefully; then stepped back. 

‘‘That’s as high as I can pry it. See if you can pull 
it out farther with your fingers, some of you.” 

Eagerly they pushed forward, and one after the 
other tugged at the iron core. It resisted their efforts, 
until finally Ralph gave a triumphant jerk and it 
came out. 

Fred gave a shout of joy. 

“Don’t cheer yet,’’ Dick said grimly. “We've got 
to get the other one out before it'll do us any good.” 

He slipped the blade into the crack of the top 
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The Last of the Coral Queen 


hinge, pressed gently—and it snapped. The shiny 
bit of steel flew across the room and tinkled on the 
floor. The boys gave a gasp of dismay. 

‘“There’s another little blade on this knife,’’ Dick 
said evenly. “‘I’ll try it.”” He spoke as calmly as he 
could, but so much depended on that fragile sliver 
of steel that his heart pounded as he worked. While 
he pried, Flix pulled at the top of the core. It 
loosened, slid up! Flix clawed at it, and out it came. 

“Now, then, we’ve got to try to swing the door 
back. If we only had a screw driver or something 
to pry it out with!” To pry out that heavy door 
with the tiny blade of a penknife seemed an impos- 
sible feat. But the sea proved an ally. A huge wave 
striking the slide of the ship heeled the vessel over 
with an abrupt jerk, and the door, no longer held 
by its hinges, jarred open. 

“Grab it!” Ralph called in warning, and Flix and 
Fred caught the door and swung it to the floor. 
Then all four of them burst out into the passage- 
way, which was canted at a sharp angle. They 
clambered up the companionway and dashed on 
deck. The deck, which slanted steeply to port, was 
partly awash. 

“There’s a boat!’ Ralph shouted, and they ran 
toward it, a small rowboat swinging drunkenly from 
its davits. 

‘“Tts bottom is stove in!” Dick said, as they came 
up to it to see a huge, jagged hole, no doubt caused 
by the boat’s crashing against the davit. “They 
started to lower it, looks like, and then quit. Prob- 
ably they smashed it when they were lowering it.” 
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: ‘Do you think we can fix it?’ Ralph asked doubt- 


ie fully. 
Ri “I hardly think so. It’d take time, and the Coral 


i Queen is going to go down any minute! Let’s see 
i if we can find anything else.” 

i ‘Hey, look, isn’t that a raft there, tied on in 
Bis back of the cabin?’ Fred exclaimed excitedly. 

if i ‘Sure enough! Let’s get it loose!” 

Dy The raft was securely lashed with heavy cord. 

, “We can’t make any headway untying this!” 


Dick exclaimed. ‘I'll saw away with this penknife, 
though it won’t do much good. The rest of you 
scatter. See if you can find knives or an ax or some- 
thing. And while you’re at it, look for life preserv- 
ers. This ship isn’t going to last much longer!” 

His three companions hurried below decks, and 
y in a moment Flix was back with an ax, with which 
Bi he vigorously attacked the lashing. Fred, too, was 
soon back, with a wicked looking knife. 

‘“Didn’t see any life preservers!’ he gasped as 
he went to work. 

“TI didn’t, either,’ Flix said. 

Ralph came back a few minutes later. 

“T knew Fred and Flix found something to cut 
with, so I kept on looking for life preservers, but 
appatjently that gang took them with ’em, if there 
ever were any on this ship,” he said. 

While they worked the Coral Queen gave a shud- 
der and a lunge forward. Water washed about their 
feet. 

“Hurry!” 


Pe 
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“All the ropes are off now! How’re we going to 
get it afloat?” Fred gasped. 

‘Everybody shove! The deck is slanting so it 
ought to be easy to slide it into the water!” 

The four boys got behind the raft and shoved 
with all their might. For a moment it did not budge, 
then it began to move slowly, and, as it touched 
the wet deck, slid easily. Even as it did so, the Coral 
Queen settled more deeply into the sea. The boys 
swung the raft to one side in order to avoid the 
ship’s rail. 

‘Everybody jump on! We've got to try to get 
it clear of the ship before she sinks!’’ Dick shouted. 

“How about water? Food?” Flix said sharply. 

‘‘We haven’t time for that! We've got to get 
her off!’ Dick, standing knee-high in the water 
swashing on the deck, pushed hard on the raft. 
Flix jumped down to help him, and the buoyant 
raft moved easily toward the side. 

“All right! Jump on!” and with one last heave, 
Dick followed Flix onto the raft, as it slid gently 
over the submerged side of the vessel. For a mo- 
ment it hung there, then a wave sent it sweeping 
back to the deck of the vessel, even as the deck 
suddenly settled a good foot into the water. 

“We've got to get her away from the ship!” As 
Dick spoke the Coral Queen, with what seemed 
like a deep sigh, slid violently to port, its deck now 
completely awash. As it did so, it sent a wave recoil- 
ing against the sea, and the raft was lifted off the 
deck and carried a few yards to sea on the crest 
of the wave. 
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a The Coral Queen groaned and settled even more 
4 deeply. Another wave sent the raft farther from 
4 the doomed ship’s side. The raft was caught in a 
Ri swell. For a moment it rose high above the deck 
is of the ship, then slid into a trough, so that only the 
x | mast of the vessel was visible. 

“Ge “If we only get far enough away before she 
P sinks!’ Fred’s voice was agonized. 3 
& “She’s going!” Flix cried, and it seemed as if 
q the Coral Queen were gathering herself together 
y | for a final roll into the deep. The deck was almost 
a at right angles to the sea; great waves were dash- 
ae ing over it. 

ie “Hang on tight to the raft! There’s going to be 
i a terrific wash!’’ Ralph warned. The canvas-covered 
Be raft was crossed with stout ropes. The four boys 
iq flung themselves down upon it and clung tightly 


ae to the cords. 
For a moment the Coral Queen seemed about to 
B right itself. Its decks swayed and heaved; then, 
; abruptly, as though it had been catapulted upward, 
the stern rose in the air and the vessel slid forward. 
| ‘“She’s going this time for sure! Bow foremost! 
ae Hang on tight!” ; 
| The great ship shook. Another wave broke across 
the deck with a terrific crash which carried away 


the cabin. Then swiftly the great bulk slid forward 
\f and down. Water seethed over its sides as it plunged. 
a The raft was seized in a crazy whirlpool. It spun 
‘Mn about—then, drawn by the suction of the sinking 
i vessel, slid after it. A wave crashed over the raft, 
i almost tearing the boys’ fingers from their clasp. 
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The raft bobbed up, seemed almost to leap from 
the water, crashed down again, bucked violently— 
and then rode evenly on the heavy swell. 

A seething mass of dirty white foam, puddles of 
oil, and floating bits of débris marked the grave of 
the Coral Queen. But the boys were safe—safe for 
the moment on a tiny raft, afloat on an angry sea, 
with no land in sight! 
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6, iriceit the buoyant raft had escaped being 
drawn under by the suction of the sinking Coral 
Queen, the ultimate safety of the boys was still 
a questionable matter. The high seas rocked the raft 
to which they clung, and though it rode high in the 
water, waves now and again broke over it, drench- 
ing them with water and spray. 

“We should have brought some rope; tied our- 
selves on with it,” Ralph gasped. 

‘We didn’t have time for that. We just got off 


in time as it was,’’ Dick answered. 


“T wonder where the others are?’”’ Fred asked, 
as he brought himself to a sitting position on the 
tossing raft, twining his feet through the rope and 
hanging on with both hands. “I can’t see anything 
of them.” 

“Wait till we get to the top of a swell,’? Dick 
suggested as he, too, struggled to a sitting position. 
Flix and Ralph followed suit. As the raft was flung 
aloft, they looked about them, but they could see 
nothing but swelling ridges of water running to- 
ward the gray mist-hung horizon. | 
_ “Not in sight. They had pretty nearly an hour’s 
start on us, though, and they’ve got oars in their 


After the Storm 


boat. Probably they’re making for land,” Dick de- 
clared. 

‘““Whereabouts would that be?” Fred inquired. 
“Not that there’s much use asking. We haven't any 
oars, and even if we did have, we couldn’t steer 
this clumsy raft.” 

‘The sun’s over there to the left, as much as you 
can see of it,”’ Ralph pointed to where a dull light 
shone through the murk. ‘“That’ll be east, of course, 
and land is off in that direction somewhere.” 

‘How far?” 

“Search me. All I know is that we can’t see it.” 

“Tt doesn’t seem to me that we’re headed in that 
direction, either,’’ Fred said. 

“No, Dick looked at the running seas. ‘Seems to 
me that the current is headed pretty much north, 
some east, though, at that.” 

“Comforting reflection,” Flix muttered. 

There followed hours in which the raft tossed 
on the gray, angry sea, which broke over the edges 
of the raft while the fierce wind drenched them 
with spray. 

“B-r-r-r, it’s cold,” Fred complained, shivering 
in his wet clothes. 

“You don’t say!’ Flix spoke sarcastically. “Glad 
you mentioned it. Wouldn’t have known it other- 
wise.” 

“What time is it?” Ralph asked. 

‘““Watch stopped,” said Flix. 

“Mine, too. Water got in the works, I guess. 
But judging from the sun’s position, it must be 
pretty close to noon. Say, it looks to me as though 
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the sun were a lot brighter,’ and Dick pointed 
hopefully. ‘““Ihe waves don’t seem quite so big, 
either. Maybe the storm is letting up.”’ 

The sun was brighter, and the boys were some- 
what cheered. They watched it eagerly, and when 
it finally broke through the clouds and sent a silver 
shimmer across the sea, they all gave a jubilant 
shout. The wind fell, too, and within another hour 
their raft was riding much easier. Heavy swells still 
ran on the sea, but the choppy waves abated, and 
they were able to move about. 

‘That sun feels good!” and Fred opened his coat 
to enjoy its warmth. 

They all felt much better. Flix even essayed a 
jig on the swaying floor of the raft, but stopped 
quickly when he was almost tossed over the side 
as the raft slid down a swell. 

The afternoon wore on. The clouds drifted away 
and the sun burned brightly, drying their clothes. 

“T’m hungry!” Fred declared. 

‘So am I,” Flix said. “I’m glad I haven’t got a 
turkey.” 

“You’re glad you haven’t got a turkey? What 
the heck do you mean by that?” Fred wanted to 
know. 

‘It would present a problem,” Flix solemnly ex- 
plained. ‘‘I couldn’t quite eat all of it. The neck 
would be left over, and I wouldn’t know which one 
of you to give it to.” 

‘You two can keep right on being hungry for all 
the good it'll do you out here,” Ralph said. ‘“‘What’s 
more to the point, I’m thirsty.” 
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And immediately that it was suggested they all 
were. 

“Water, water everywhere and not a drop to 
drink!’ ’ Flix quoted, though in a not very cheer- 
ful voice. 

“I wonder how long you can go without water?” 
There were misgivings in Fred’s voice. 

“Quite a while, I guess,’”’ Dick answered vaguely. 
“T don’t think we’ve got to worry about that. We're 
bound to be picked up before so very long.”’ Though 
Dick spoke confidently, he was not so sure. There 
was some coastwise traffic on the southern end of 
California, but they had no means of knowing 
whether or not they were in a steamer lane. 

“T wonder how far we got last night. Do you 
suppose we're off the coast mRicncot Ralph 
asked. . \ 

‘Ask us an easier one,” Flix replied. 

As the afternoon advanced, Fred pointed to 
something which gleamed and sparkled in the sea. 
Curiously they watched it as it approached; then 
all at once they realized that it was a large school 
of fish. 

“What's that behind them?” Ralph asked sharply, 
pointing to a thin black ridge. 

“Shark! That’s what it is! Following the fish!” 

Even as Flix spoke, they saw a sudden flash of a 
white belly, gleaming teeth. There was a wild flurry 
in the school of fish, and the water was momentarily 
dyed red. 

“He got some of them! Poor devils!” 

They saw the black fin again, sweeping in a great 
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circle; then the shark seemed to come to rest be- 
hind the raft. 

‘Say, that brute is following us now!’ Dick ex- 
claimed. haan 

‘Pleasant little companion!” Flix stirred un- 
easily as he watched the sinister black fin. ‘Like to 
take him home for a pet.” 

The ocean waves were carrying their raft slowly 
along, and a few rods behind the shark followed. 
His ominous presence was an unpleasant reminder 
of their situation. 

‘“Wouldn’t I like to bounce a brick off his head!”’ 
Fred said fervently. 

“The old reprobate. Dined on those fish.: Why 
can’t he leave us alone?” Flix demanded. 

“I'd like to have had some of those fish myself,”’ 
Fred said wistfully, as he tightened his belt. 

Ralph leaned back on the canvas and looked up 
at the blue sky above. 

“Wouldn’t I like to have a nice, juicy steak 
smothered in onions!”’ he sighed. 

“With hot biscuits and plenty of butter,’’ Dick 
added. 

‘Potatoes. Fried. Oodles of ’em!”’ 

‘And a big hunk of apple pie to top it off!” 

“Say, cut that out!” Fred exclaimed in an ag- 
grieved voice. “Don’t talk like that. [’m hungry 
enough, already.” 

Ralph rolled over. 

‘I'd trade the lot for a big, cool glass of water!” 

“Or a pitcher of that lemonade that you had at 
your party,’ Dick added. 
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Flix lipped his dry lips. 

“Agree with young Fred. Desist from such con- 
versation. Too painful. Same time, know where I’d 
like most to be? At bottom of well. Could drink 
it ali 

The glittering sea with its millions and millions 
of gallons of water seemed to mock them. They 
looked out thirstily over its vast expanse. 

After a time the following shark seemed to give 
them up. He made a wide circle to the left, then 
swung about. They saw his fin disappearing behind 
them. 

“Good riddance!’’ Flix exclaimed. 

“Tf he never comes back, it’ll be soon enough,”’ 
Fred agreed. 

“T don’t know but that he was a more pleasant 
companion than Harker or Gomez, at that,” Ralph 
said. 

The sun hung, a vast red ball, over the rim of 
the western horizon; then slowly dipped into the 
sea, dyeing the waves a brilliant red. Twilight came 
and went quickly, and brilliant stars appeared in 
the heavens. The chill of night was on them. 

“Not a sign of a ship all day!” Fred’s voice was 
despondent. 

“Cheer up, Fred. Things are bound to turn out 
all right,’ but Ralph’s voice lacked conviction. 

“That’s all right to say!’’ Fred burst out. “But 
if there wasn’t any ship today, there probably won't 
be tomorrow!” 

“Tisten, Fred, we’re a lot better off than we were 
this morning locked in that cabin!” Dick spoke 
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y sharply. “After all, we must be somewhere along _ 
i the line of ocean traffic. Gomez and Harker were 
4 heading for Mexico, and they wouldn’t be so very q 
: far from the coast. The way we’re drifting now is q 
| slightly to the east. Even if we’re not picked up, 
a we ought to drift to shore in a couple of days or so.” 
A “44 couple of days! I’m about dead of thirst 
right now!” a 

! ‘‘No, you’re not; you can stand plenty more. ~~ 
Bt Chances are we'll be picked up, anyhow.” q 
i They lapsed into silence then. The moon cast a | 
i cold light on the ocean which had subsided to long, 
‘ easy swells. The only sound was the soft slup-slup 


» of water as the raft gently rose and fell. 4 
i “Do you suppose we'll sleep on this thing?” 
i, Ralph asked. | 
Bo “I thought I couldn’t in the cabin last night, but 
x I did,” Dick said. ‘Though I imagine it'll be harder 

here. If anybody feels himself dozing off, he’d better 


make sure that he’s got his feet twisted through 4 

the ropes. It wouldn’t be much fun to roll off this 

raft into the ocean—it looks plenty cold.” q 
| They settled themselves as comfortably as they 
a could on the swaying raft. Stars glittered overhead. 
We A cold breeze swept over them. a 
3 Flix, with dramatic gestures, lifted his voice in 
|, song, the tune—if it could be called a tune—being 
: of his own invention: q 
Bi. ‘I must go down to the sea again, q 
ae To the lonely sea and the sky, iq 
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And all I ask is a tall ship, 
And a star to steer her by—’ ” 


“Shut up!’ Fred called. 

“What's the matter? You can’t be objecting to 
my voice, I’m sure. It must be the words. How’s 
this—” and Flix began again: 


““*We sail the ocean blue, 
And our saucy ship’s a beauty; 
We're sober men, and true, 
And attentive to our duty. 
We're smart and sober men, 
And quite devoid of fe-ar, 
In all the Roya—’ ” 


A chorus of cat-calls silenced him. 

“Well, all I can say is you don’t appreciate good 
music. Thought sea songs appropriate to our situa- 
tion. Cheering. Make you forget troubles. But art 
is wasted on rabble, I can see that,” and Flix lapsed 
into silence. 

It was perhaps half an hour later that Ralph 
gave a sudden exclamation. 

“T ook! Over there to the northwest. Isn’t there 
a light?” 

They sprang to their feet and peered in . the direc- 
tion in which he was pointing. 

“Yes, it is! It must be a ship, because land’s in 
the other direction!” 

“Do you suppose it’s heading this way?” 
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ya 


other light! A string of them! Portholes!”? 


row of lights coming nearer. 


“Oh, if we only had some way to signal them,” 


Ralph groaned. | 


“They're about even with us! I think they’re © 
going by!” Fred’s tone was despairing. “Hey! Hey! 


Help! Help!” 


All four joined in the chorus of shouts, knowing — 


even as they did how useless the effort was. The 


ship was much too far away for their voices to be 


heard. It was agony to watch the brave display of 
lights slip by, to see them at last swallowed by 
darkness. 

“That,” said Flix bitterly, is that.” 

No one replied. They sat down despondently. 
The momentary hope, so quickly crushed, seemed to 
make them more aware of the black immensity 
around them. 3 

The night passed slowly. The boys dozed fit- 
fully, but no one slept for more than a few minutes 
at a time. Dawn found them all awake, staring 
disconsolately at a gray mist which hung over the 
sea, blotting from view everything but the few feet 
of gray-green sea immediately about them. 

“Another day of this!’ said Flix grimly. 

Fred stared gloomily at the lapping waves. 

‘I’m tempted to drink some of that,” he mut- 
tered. 

“Don’t!” said Dick sharply. ‘It'll only make you 
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more thirsty. That’s the most foolish thing you 
could do!” 

“T know. I won’t, really. Only it drives you crazy 
to see all that water when—” Fred stopped ab- 
ruptly, electrified. 

Somewhere in the gray mist, somewhere almost 
upon them, a voice, a deep, cheery voice had shouted: 

“Almuerzo!”’ 

The boys gave a tremendous shout, and on the 
heels of it came an answering hail. 

They shouted again. 

‘Help! Help! We’re on a raft! Help!” 

“Coming!” The voice was almost upon them. 
The sputter of a gasoline motor began, and the 
ghostlike hull of a small vessel slid through the 
mist. 
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A: THE vessel drew up to the raft, they read © 
the name “Estrella” on her bow. She was a _ 
small fishing vessel. At the rail stood three men, _ 
staring at them with open-mouthed amazement. 7 
One of the men had a fiery red shock of hair, the | 
other two were swarthy, evidently Mexicans. One © 
of the latter hailed them. f 

“You can climb aboard, sefiores?” 

“Yes, certainly.” 4 

The bow of the Estrella nuzzled the raft, anda _ 
rope was flung down to them. Quitting the raft © 
without any regrets, the four boys clambered on | 
board. | 

‘I am Captain Obayos of the Estrella, sefiores,” 
the man who had called to them said in formal, 
clipped accents. ‘“‘We are fishermen from Ensenada. 4 
Tell me, you have been wrecked? From what _ 
vessel ?” a 

Dick spoke through parched lips. u 

“First, can we have some water. We haven’t had 
a drink since night before last.” 

“Sure thing!’ The big red-haired man dashed 
back to the Estrella’s tiny cabin and returned in a 
moment with a bucket of water and two tin dippers. 
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The water was brackish and tasted of fish, but they 
drank thirstily. | 

“Take it easy, now, boys,’ the red-haired man 
admonished. “Especially if you haven’t et anything 
since night before last.” 

“Come,” Captain Obayos said, when they had 
finished drinking. “Billee has just called to us to 
come to almuerzo—to breakfast, as you say—when 
we hear your shout, sefiores. That did make us 
frighten, you may be sure, your voices coming from 
the middle of the sea, where all is mist! We will 
eat now, and while you eat, you shall tell us how 
is it that you are here on this raft.’’ 

Captain Obayos led the way to the cabin. Extra 
places were quickly added to the oilcloth-covered 
table by the red-haired man. They ate with vora- 
cious appetites, and their hosts considerately re- 
frained from asking further questions until the first 
sharp edge of hunger had been taken off. 

Then Dick, as spokesman for his party, told the 
story of their adventures. Their hosts listened with 
intent interest and exclamations of amazement. 

“T’ll be keel-hauled for a Jandlubber if that ain’t 
the beatenist thing I ever heard!” exclaimed Billy 
Ladd, the red-haired man, who, the boys had 
learned, served as cook of the small vessel along 
with a variety of other duties. 

“Chongo perros!’ Captain Obayos’s mustaches 
bristled with indignation. “Scoundrels! Villains! 
Such men are—I—pah!”’ and the captain spat con- 
temptuously. ‘‘They lef’ the ship in the longboat, 
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eh? Then they have make for the shore. They will — 
have arrive on land by this time.” oN 

‘“‘Where are we, anyhow?” Ralph asked. “Off the © 
coast of California somewhere?” i 


‘No, sefior, you are off the coast of Mejico,a few 


miles below the border. As I told to you, we are a 
fisher boat from Ensenada. This is little seaport 
town on coast of Baja California—what you call 
Lower California—in Mejico. Our position now is 
out from there and also a little to the north.”’ 

‘Where do you suppose they landed?” Fred 
asked. 

‘You have since yesterday morning been drifting, 
eh? Then you will have drifted to the north. If 
those—those chongo perros rowed straight to the 
coast, they will have landed somewhere more to the 
south—it is probable between Ensenada and San 
Ramon.” 

“How long’d it take them get there?” Flix asked. 

Captain Obayos shrugged his shoulders. 

That is hard to say, senor. I do not know where 
you are when ship is wreck. With rowing, it would 
take some little time. Perhaps a day. Perhaps more. 
Perhaps less.” 

“T’d say longer than that,” Billy Ladd put in. 
“These boys must have drifted in toward shore 
quite a ways from where they was wrecked. There 
might be a chance of getting those birds yet, Cap- 
tain, if we was to head for port.” 

Captain Obayos struck his hand against his head. 

“Tontol’ he exclaimed. “I am the big foolish! 
I sit here and talk!’ He jumped to his feet, went 
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to the door of the cabin, and called sharp orders 
in Spanish. Immediately the Estrella’s screw churned 
the water and they began to move. The captain 
returned to his seat. 

“Forgive, sefores,”’ he said, “that 1 waste time 
in this way. I am overcome by what you say, and 
I do not think. I have command that we sail at once 
for Ensenada. Our catch it is not yet complete, 
but we sail, anyway.’ 

“We'll see that what you lose is made up to you,’ 
Dick told him. 

“Pah! What do I care for that? I hope only 
that I can be of service to you, sefiores, and that 
we will not be too late.” 

They went on deck. The mist had lifted, and the 
little Estrella churned her way across a cobalt sea, 
plunging through the waves as if she, too, were 
anxious to make port. The boys sat on the sun-lit 
deck, where in a short time Bill Ladd joined them. 

“Lucky thing we was laying up in the fog near 
to you. This is some better than being out on that 
raft, I guess, ain’t it?’ he said. 

“Quite a little bit!’’ Fred grinned back at him. 
Despite the fact that he had just finished an enor- 
mous breakfast, Fred was munching on a dry ship’s 
biscuit. 

Flix turned to Ladd. 

‘“What’s meaning of fancy term Captain Obayos 
used to describe our kindly friends—chongo perro 
—something like that? Sounded appropriate.” 

Ladd threw back his head and laughed. 
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“The Captain got a bit excited, didn’t he? That ~ 

means monkey-dog in Spanish.” i 
Flix nodded his head in grave approval. 
“Very good appellation for those gentlemen.” 
“Very good what?” Fred demanded. 


“Appellation—name, ignorant youth. Or, if you | 
prefer, designation, epithet, expression, impreca- | 


tion, aspersion, vituperation.” 

Bill Ladd gave a whistle and looked at Flix with 
admiration. 

“Say, son, you certainly can handle language!” 

“I know some good synonyms, too,” Fred said. 
“Flix, zany, fool, simpleton, muttonhead, and— 
and—”’ 

‘“That’s enough,” Flix broke in. “You needn’t 
describe yourself any further. We all know you.” , 
In the general laugh that followed, Fred rose to. 

his feet and headed toward the cabin. 

‘Where are you going?” Dick called. 

“After another biscuit.” 

“Great guns, still eating!” Flix exclaimed; then, 
as an afterthought as Fred was about to disappear 
in the doorway, “‘you might bring me one, too.” 

Captain Obayos came up to them. 

“We should be at Ensenada within the hour, 
senores,’ he said. 

As they lolled on the deck, they discussed what 


steps they should take when they arrived. 


“You'll be in Mexico,” Bill Ladd told them, “so 
it'll be some little time before American officers 


can get into action. Thing for you to do is to try 
174 


Pursuit Through the Air 


to get the Mexican officials in Ensenada to do some- 
thing about it.” 

“Will that be hard to do?” Dick asked. 

Ladd shook his head. 

“It ought not to be. The Commandante at En- 
senada is a good scout. Hard-boiled, but a real 
fighter and a square-shooter. He keeps this district 
in good shape. Don’t get the idea that the Mexican 
rurales are a bunch of comic opera soldiers, because 
they’re not, at all. When you tell your story to old 
Colonel Bacalar—that’s the Commandante—lI miss 
my guess if he don’t get some of his soldiers out 
pronto looking for that bunch of crooks.” 

“Do you think they'll be able to find them?” 
Ralph asked. 

“Well, now, that depends on how much of a 
start they have,” Ladd replied doubtfully. ‘“Mexico 
is a pretty big country—it’s not the United States 
with a cop on every corner. Pretty easy to get up 
in the hills and lose yourself, if you’re inclined that 
way. Especially from what you said about this fel- 
low, Gomez. He probably knows his way about 
down here pretty well.” 

‘“That’s true enough. We don’t know what con- 
‘nections he may have.” 

“Well, Bacalar’ll do his best for you, I’m think- 
ing. There’s land now,” and Ladd pointed to the 
distant coastline ahead of them. 

They watched the shore line grow more and 
more distinct, until they could distinguish drooping 
palms, tall eucalyptus trees, and the red-roofed 
houses of Ensenada. They waved to a passing fish- 
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ing boat heading toward the open sea. Finally the _ 


Estrella slid up to the little wharf and was made 
fast. ) os) 
“Come,” Captain Obayos said to them. ‘‘We shall 
at once visit El] Commandante and lay your story 
before him.” 

They disembarked and headed up the dusty little 
street to a square white stucco building before which 
lounged two Mexican soldiers in ill-fitting khaki 


uniforms. The red and green flag of Mexico hung > a 


over the door. As they went along, they were fol- 
lowed by a curious crowd of ragged children accom- 
panied by half a dozen yelping dogs. 

“Quite an imposing procession,’ Ralph smiled. 

“Guard of honor,” Flix said. “Like Lindbergh 
returning to New York.” 

The two soldiers stood at attention as the party 
passed through the door and entered a large room 
in which were seated a half dozen more soldiers. 
Captain Obayos went up to a man seated at a desk 
within a railed enclosure and said a few words in 
Spanish. The man went into an inner room, from 
which he quickly returned and beckoned them in. 

They entered and faced a square-built, firm-jawed 
Mexican officer. Captain Obayos addressed him in 
a liquid stream of Spanish. After a few sentences, 


the officers looked at the boys with surprised inter- 


est, and interrupted, speaking in English. 

“I know about it, Captain Obayos. I have read 
of this kidnaping in the American journals,” and 
he slapped his hand on a pile of newspapers on 
the desk. “Sefores, I am Colonel Bacalar, Com- 
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mandante of this post. I have read in the journals 
from your country of the theft of the emerald and 
of your disappearance. It would seem that you were 
in truth kidnaped by these villains?” The boys 
nodded. ‘‘Tell me, then, what has happened.” 

Quickly they gave him a brief sketch of their 
adventures. Colonel Bacalar listened quietly, his 
fingers tapping the desk before him. Occasionally 
he asked a question. When they had finished, he 
turned to Captain Obayos. 

“You think then, Captain, that these villains per- 
haps landed somewhere to the south of this place fil 

“Si, Commandante. It is hard to tell, but the 
raft it would have drifted to the north.” 

“It is possible that we may yet come upon them,”’ 
Colonel Bacalar said. “I shall immediately com- 
municate with the American authorities, senores, 
and also with my superiors. In the meantime, how- 
ever, we shall not be idle. My men shall scour the 
mountains for these kidnapers.” He rose and, go- 
ing to the door, gave an order in Spanish. Returning, 
he said, ‘It is a fortunate thing, senores, that at 
present Lieutenant Maruato is assigned to this 
post. I have sent for him. He is an aviator. I shall 
order him to make a reconnaissance of the district.” 

Colonel Bacalar called in his aide from the next 
room and gave further orders. The man saluted 
and went out. There was a bustle in the outer room 
and in the large courtyard behind the building. ‘The 
boys looked at each other and grinned. Colonel 
Bacalar was going into action immediately just as 
Billy Ladd had said he would. 
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A tall, handsome Mexican officer who could not 


have been much over twenty years old appeared 


in the doorway. His keen black eyes flashed as he 
saluted briskly. 

‘Ah, Lieutenant Maruato,” Colonel Bacalar 
greeted him. “You have read of the kidnaping in 
Los Angeles journals? These are the boys who were 
the victims,” and before going further, the Com- 
mandante made courteous introductions. Then he 
quickly explained what had happened. “I wish you, 
Leniente, to fly along the coast line to see if you 
can find any signs of these villains. You will have 
not great difficulty in recognizing of them, I would 
think. Their description?” he turned to the boys. 

“Why can’t some of us go with him?” Dick said. 
“We'd recognize them right away, of course, and 
then there’d be no mistakes.” 

“That is a good idea. How many passengers can 
you take in your plane, Teniente ?” 

“Two, Sefor Commandante.” 

“Good. If you wish, two of you may then accom- 
pany Lieutenant Maruato. You understand, Teni- 
ente, that I wish you to make a reconnaissance only. 
If you discover where are these men, you are to 


report here at once. Which of you, senores, shall 


accompany Lieutenant Maruato?”’ 

The boys looked at each other. They all wanted 
to go, but the plane would take but two. 

“I guess Dick and Ralph are the ones who're 
entitled to go,” Fred finally said. ‘“They’re the ones 
most concerned in this affair.” 

After a brief discussion it was so decided. 
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‘““While you are gone I shall send out two patrols 
by horse,’ Colonel Bacalar said. “I have already 
ordered that they be ready. Three men shall go to 
the north, since Captain Obayos has said that it is 
not probable that they will have landed there. A 
larger party shall leave at once to the south.” 

“Can’t Flix and I go with them?” Fred asked. 

The Commandante considered for a moment; 
then nodded. 

‘Yes, sefior, if you wish. I perhaps should not 
allow it, but you have earned the right.” 

The Colonel’s aide came in and spoke to him. 

“The horses are ready,’? Colonel Bacalar said. 
“You may start at once. Lieutenant Maruato, you 
will take these two gentlemen with you.” 

Outside, the mounted troops were waiting. Flix 
and Fred mounted their horses and waved as they 
rode away to the north. 

“Our flying field is just a few steps this way, 
sefiores,’ Lieutenant Maruato said to Dick and 
Ralph. ‘‘We have not here exactly what one would 
call a metropolis,’ and he led the way. 

“Good luck to you, boys!’ Billy Ladd called from 
the throng of watchers outside the building. 

The flying field of Ensenada was merely a cleared 
space in the open desert at the edge of town. On it 
waited a plane of ancient vintage. The boys looked 
at it doubtfully. 

‘Um, we might have done better if we'd let Flix 
and Fred have the honor of flying,’ Ralph whis- 
pered to Dick. 

“My plane, it does not look like so much, eh, 
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senores?”’? Lieutenant Maruato asked, with a flash- 
ing smile. “It is a good plane, though. I am ver’ 
fond of her. To me she is novia.” 

“What's that?’ Ralph asked. 

The lieutenant pondered. 

“IT do not know the word, what it is in English. 
It is, perhaps you would say ‘the girl friend’? No!” 
Lieutenant Maruato snapped his fingers and gave 
a boyish laugh. “It is my sweetheart, that is the 
word. Novia mia,’ and he patted the fusilage of 
the plane affectionately. “You will don helmets, 
senores ?”’ 

A Mexican soldier assisted them to climb into 
the forward seat, which was something of a tight 
squeeze for the two boys. Immediately before 
them a small but wicked looking machine gun was 
clamped. 

Lieutenant Maruato took his place, and the sol- 
dier stepped before the propeller. A few turns and 
the motor roared, the propeller sending clouds of 
dust out behind them. The crowd which had fol- 
lowed them scattered. Then the Lieutenant waved 
the soldier out of the way, and the plane bumped 
along the field and rose into the air. | 

Ensenada dropped below them, as the plane made 
a great circle and headed out toward the sea. The 
two boys looked over the side at the receding earth 
and saw the troop of horses turning into a moun- 
tain defile. The plane swept to the north. Dick 
turned in his seat and looked inquiringly at the 
Lieutenant, who picked up a speaking tube and 
motioned to one at Dick’s side. 
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“I am going to scan for a few miles the coast 
line to the north, sefior,’’ Lieutenant Maruato said. 
“Then we shall turn back.” 

The motor humming evenly, they looked about 
them. A white line of waves breaking along the 
shore, a few fishing smacks on the sea, here and 
there a tiny cultivated square of land—nothing else 
was to be seen. In a few minutes the Lieutenant 
banked the plane steeply, and it swung back on its 
course. It passed over Ensenada, and, dropping 
lower, followed the coast line with throttled engine. 

They passed a boat drawn up on a small white 
beach. The Lieutenant tapped Dick’s shoulder and 
pointed down inquiringly. Dick shook his head. It 
was not the boat for which they were looking. The 
plane roared on. Then, after some time, they flashed 
over the wooded mouth of a creek running into the 
sea. Ralph gripped Dick’s arm and shouted in his 
ear. 

“Something white down there!” 

Dick turned and pointed back. Maruato nodded. 
The plane banked and doubled back, flying low. 

“It’s a boat, all right,’ Dick shouted to Ralph, 
then as they shot over it, “‘it’s the boat, or if it’s 
not, it’s a twin brother.” Ralph nodded jubilantly. 

Dick picked up the speaking tube. 

“That's the boat! We’re pretty sure!”’ he shouted. 
The Lieutenant nodded, and swung the plane around 
again, flying low over the mouth of the creek. ‘This 
time they were sure. 

“That’s it!’ Dick shouted into the speaking tube. 
Maruato turned the ship over the land. Back of 
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the narrow beach rose a small range of mountains. — 
Flanging over the edge of the plane they peered © 


down, hopeful for some sign of the men they were 
seeking, but they could see no movement. Then 
Maruato swung the plane north. 

“Write a message,” he called through the speak- 
ing tube, passing forward a pencil and a small note- 
book. “We will fly back until we find the patrol 
and drop it to them. That is Saltillo Creek.” 

Dick thought a moment and then scribbled: 

“We've found the boat at the mouth of Saltillo 
Creek. Haven't seen the gang, but they must be in 
this neighborhood. Going on to look for them.” 

The young aviator spoke through the tube again, 
as Dick tore out the page: 

‘‘In the compartment before you, Senor Daniels, 
you will find twine, bolts, something heavy to which 
to tie the message.”’ 

Dick opened the compartment, found a heavy 
iron bolt, and tied the paper to it. 

They were flying close to the mountains now, 
heading back toward Ensenada. Ralph pointed over 
the side. Below them a file of horses. Maruato had 
also seen it. The plane dropped lower. The party 
below waved their hats. Dick leaned over the side, 
waving his message. They were zooming straight 
down on the little cavalcade. 

“Now!” Maruato’s voice came through the speak- 
ing tube, and Dick dropped the message. 

The plane circled overhead, as one of the Mex- 
ican soldiers below jumped from his horse and ran 
to one side. He stooped, picked up the message, 
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and waved it at them. Once more the plane swung 
south, skimming over the tops of the mountains. A 
solitary peon, guarding a flock of mountain goats, 
waved to them. 

“Too bad we can’t land. He might be able to 
tell us something,” Dick shouted to Ralph. To land 
in that mountain region was impossible, however. 

Then Dick felt Maruato nudging him. The Lieu- 
tenant pointed down. A small group of men was 
crossing an open space toward a wooded hillside. 
Could these be the men they were looking for? The 
two boys peered eagerly, but the men were too far 
away to be recognized. Dick looked doubtfully at 
the mountains on each side of the narrow valley, as 
he picked up the speaking tube. 

‘We can’t be sure, Lieutenant,” he said. ‘They're 
too far away. Can you fly down closer so we can 
seep” | 

“Certainly, sefior. My novia can fly where other 
airplanes dare not.” 

So narrow was the valley that Maruato had to 
bring the plane to a higher altitude before he could 
turn it. Then he brought it zooming down, straight 
at the little party below, who had now stopped, 
looking up. 

The two boys hung over the side, as far out as 
their safety belts would allow them. They could 
make out the upturned faces; then Dick recognized 
Harker. Startled recognition was written on the 
man’s features. 

“That’s the gang!’ Dick shouted. At the same 
instant there came a fusillade of shots from below, 
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followed by a splintering crash, a high, ear-splitting 
whine, and a wild vibration of the plane. Instinc- 
tively the boys ducked as a portion of the shattered | 


propeller blade whizzed by their ears. 


CHAPTER XXI 
Besieged 


HE mountains seemed to be rushing at them. 
“We're going to crash!”’ Ralph cried. 

A crash seemed inevitable. Even had they had any 
altitude it would have been impossible to find a safe 
landing place in that narrow, rocky ravine. The 
engine, running free, was shaking the plane to pieces, 
even as Lieutenant Maruato threw off the switch. 

For one awful moment the gravel slope of the 
mountain was before them. Then Maruato flipped 
the stick, the plane answered, and, with a crashing 
jar, it pan-caked against the slope, started to roll, 
then lurched to one side and stopped as the landing 
gear gave way. 

“You are not hurt?” Maruato’s voice was sharp 
and concerned. ‘“‘Quickly, then! Undo your straps! 
Make haste! The villains will be upon us in a mo- 
ment. We must seek shelter in the trees ahead.” 

The plane had come to a stop but a few rods 
from the copse of trees toward which the gang had 
been headed when they first caught sight of them. 
As Dick and Ralph unbuckled their safety belts, 
Lieutenant Maruato reached over them and un- 
bolted the machine gun. The three jumped from 
the wrecked plane and ran for the clump of trees, 
just as a bullet went whizzing over their heads. 
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In the shelter of the trees they stopped, panting ] 
Maruato slipped a clip into the machine gun and slid — 
back the safety catch. Below them on the slope the _ 


men were running forward, Harker in the lead, 
waving a pistol. Maruato dropped to the ground © 


and motioned to the boys to do likewise. The under. 
brush furnished a screen. om 
“Come on, fellows, we'll get ’em,” Harker called ” 
back to his followers. ” 
Maruato’s finger pressed the trigger of the ma-_ 
chine gun. i, 
Rat-tat-tat-tat! Rat-tat-tat-tat! Petulantly, an- 
grily, the gun spoke. | 
The advancing men stopped abruptly, hesitate 
for a moment, then broke into a run down the slope 
Dick could not help giving a chuckle. 
‘That got them going!” | 
Maruato flashed a smile. i 
“Si. I fired over their heads. Had I attempted t 
hit them—they would not have run away.” a 
The group had taken refuge behind a huge out- _ 
cropping of granite on the slope below them. A ~ 
bullet whined, and a few leaves fluttered down upon — 
them. : a 
“Sefores, I think we had better take from their © 
book a leaf,’’ Maruato said. ‘Let us seek shelter 
behind some trees where we shall be safe.’ He © 
looked about him, then pointed to the left. “There, _ 
senores, there we shall be far better protected than 
here. Also for our purpose it is a better position 
than this.” yl 
‘“How’s that?” 
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“Do you see, here we cover the slope, but it is 
not that they really desire to fight with us. What 
they wish is to escape, and that they must do to the 
south, for the north is guarded. If we remain here, 
they can go back from that rock and then follow the 
ravine south. If, however, we change our position to 
the one I have pointed to you, then we shall com- 
mand as well the ravine. We shall be besieged, it 
is true, but they cannot then escape to the south, and 
it is to be hoped that our comrades will not be long 
in coming from the north.” 

“T never thought of that!’ Dick exclaimed in 
admiration. ‘‘We can cut them off that way. But do 
they have to go down the ravine? Can’t they cut 
across the mountain?” 

“That is perhaps possible, sefior, but it would 
take much time and be most difficult.” 

“How're we going to get over to that new posi- 
tion?” Ralph asked. “It looks to me as if the only 
way we can do it is to cut across the open.” 

“Yes, Seftor Hudson, that is our one danger. 
Perhaps it would be better that we should find 
protection behind the trees here. They cannot ap- 
proach us here, for we overlook the slope. In tact, 
they will no doubt make no such attempt.” 

“T didn’t mean I was afraid to go over there,”’ 
Ralph said. “I’m all for it. We want to head them 
off; not give them a chance to make a get-away.” 

Dick nodded agreement. 

Lieutenant Maruato smiled. 

“T thought that would be your answer, senores. 
You are what we call in my country, muy caballero. 
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That is in English, great horseman, but it means 
not that. It means brave gentlemen. Now, this is 
what we must do—we must be ready to make the 
dash. I shall fire a burst at the rock behind which og 
they hide. That will keep them under cover for the 
moment. [hen we must run like—like—” if 
‘Like all get-out,” Ralph said for him, with a_ 

grin. 

They approached to the edge of the copse. Then 
Maruato spoke softly: 

“Ready?” 

They nodded. 

Rat-tat-tat-tat. The gun spoke, spraying the — 
granite rock with lead. They jumped to their feet 
and sped across the open space. As they reached it, — 
a half dozen shots crashed loudly, but they were a 
safe. To the left, their new position sloped sharply y 
and commanded the ravine, while before it the _ 
granite rock was in plain view. 

They waited. There was no sign from behind the 
rock, 

‘They are debating what to do, without doubt,” 
Maruato said. “Shortly, if I am not mistaken, they 
will go back and attempt to pass through the ra- 
vine. They have no way of knowing the strength 
of our position.” 

They watched the rock. 

‘They could have slipped away from there with- 
out our seeing them, all right,” Ralph said. 

“But they can’t get by this way, in any case,” 
Dick replied. “They can go back down the slope 
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safely enough, but they can’t go south, and that’s 
what they want to do.” 

Minutes passed. Then Lieutenant Maruato lifted 
the machine gun. 

“TI think I see a movement,” he said, looking in- 
tently ahead. 

Below, at the edge of the slope, a figure showed 
itself. Then another. The men had slipped down 
into the ravine. In a single file they crept along. A 
smile passed over the lips of the young Mexican 
officer. 

“T think, sefiores, it is now time that we present 
to them the surprise.”’ 

Rat-tat-tat-tat! Puffs of dust spurted from the 
wall of the ravine above the heads of the advancing 
men, who turned and dashed back to safety. 

Maruato raised his voice. 

“Keep back!” he shouted. “You cannot pass this 
way.” 

“Let us through here, and we’ll leave you alone,”’ 
a voice which the boys recognized as being that of 
Harker answered. “If you don’t, we'll come up 
there and clean out the lot of you.” 

Maruato laughed softly. 

“Oh, no, senor, that is not possible. Not, un- 
fortunately for you, so long as we possess this so 
valuable instrument,’”’ and he fired a burst into the 
air. “You cannot pass this way.” 

“We'll see about that!’ There was fury in Har- 
ker’s voice, but the man did not show himself. 

‘Do you suppose that it would be possible for 
them to get around in back of us?” Dick asked. 
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“It would be most difficult. They would have to 
climb the slope where we could see. Of course, it is 
that they may go back and try to cross the mountain, 
Perhaps that they can do. We must be on the watch, 
Should they come from whichever way, we are in 
little danger, for with this gun I can mow them 7 
down as they approach. In fact, sefiores, I begin 7 
to regret that I have not already made better use 
of this gun.” 4 
Va The afternoon shadows grew long; the sun was _ 
i) slipping over the edge of the mountains to the west. _ 
: 0 sign of activity came from the ravine or from — 
By behind the granite outcropping. 

i “I wonder if they’ve gone back the other way?” 
Dick asked. 

“If so, they may encounter the party of rurales,” 
Maruato said. ‘‘It is possible, too, that they have 
a . found a pass over the mountains, but that I think 
is unlikely. This is the only way along the coast of 
Baja California.” | 

“The rurales would be sure to come this way, 
then?” Ralph asked. 

“Si, senor. What I fear is that they may come 
late,” and the Lieutenant looked at the fast darken- 
ing sky. ““The distance which we came in a short time 
by airplane will be long for them on horseback. In 
the dark, the villains below may be able to slip by 
a our guard.”’ 

mi As the twilight deepened they watched the ravine 


i with greater intentness. Ralph caught the Lieuten- a 
i ant’s arm suddenly and spoke: i 


“I think I see something moving there!” a 
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‘Where, senor? Ah, yes, I believe you are right!” 
He raised the gun and it spat fire, rat-tat-tat—, and 
stopped abruptly, with a queer click. 

“They’ve gone back, I think,’ Dick said, strain- 
ing his eyes through the darkness. 

“Tt is to be hoped so, senor, for my gun has 
jammed,” the Mexican officer said quietly. 

“What! 

“Yes, senor, and I fear I can do nothing with it. 
It is an old gun. It has been ready to go into the 
pieces for a long time. A miracle it has lasted even 
this long.” 

“Tt’s a good thing they don’t know that down 
there.” | 

“Tt is, indeed. Even as it is, in the darkness, they 
may attempt to creep up upon us. Better that they 
should not find us here.”’ 

“You think we’d better try to get away?” 

“Yes, senor. We can no longer guard the pass, 
and should they attempt to surprise us here, it 
would be unpleasant. It is quite dark enough. Let 
us attempt to slip around them to the north, before 
they make a further attempt and discover that we 
are unable to stop them. If we are captured here, 
we should not escape with our lives. They are now 
desperate. If we evade them, we can hasten on until 
we find the patrol, which we can direct to this spot.” 

“That sounds like good sense, though [ll admit 
I’m not keen to cross the open, even if it is dark,” 
Dick said. 

They left the now worthless machine gun where 
it lay, and crossed to the edge of the copse. Care- 
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fully they slipped across the open to the position 
they had occupied earlier in the day. ; 

Maruato looked out at the dark bulk of the dis- 
abled airplane, and said softly, with real affection, 
“Ah, novia mia.’ , 

They were now on the edge of the slope, a wide 
open space before them. 

“We will skirt the slope above their position,” 
Maruato said. “It is dark enough that I do not 
think they will see us. But, remember, sefiores, that 
this is a rocky slope. It will be easy to send stones 
rolling down, and these would betray us. We must 
advance with the utmost caution.” 

With beating hearts they stepped out into the 
open, crouching low. They walked cautiously, feeling 
their way step by step to make sure that they would 
make no sound. Behind the granite boulder and in 
the ravine all was silent. Was the enemy there 
somewhere, waiting? Or were the men slipping 
through the ravine, fearful every moment of a burst 
of machine gun fire from the now deserted post ? 

The three passed above the granite outcropping, 
and after a few minutes, into the wooded space 
beyond. It was now almost pitch black, for the 
moon had not yet risen. They paused for a moment 
to consider; then Maruato whispered: 

“To the left. We must begin to descend to the 
trail at the bottom of the ravine.” 

Dick stepped out ahead; then suddenly he was 
brought to a stop. In the darkness a gun barrel was 
thrust against him, and a low voice commanded: 

Vetaicl? 
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UT your hands up and keep them up! No funny 

business!’?. The command was sharp and clear 
in the darkness. 

Dick gave a gasp of relief. 

“Fred |” 

“Huh! Why, it’s Dick!” 

Several shadowy figures came up from behind 
Fred. 

‘We were spread out across this narrow valley 
searching for that gang,’ Fred explained. “I saw 
you moving, and I thought sure you were one of 
them. Gosh, you gave me a scare!” 

‘You did me, too!”’ 

The two parties united. 

“Harker. Gomez. Did you find them? Where's 
plane?” Flix asked. 

‘We found them all right and crashed the plane 
almost on top of them,” and Dick went on to explain 
the events of the afternoon. 

“We got the message you dropped all right,” Fred 
said, when Dick had finished. “Sergeant Potrero— 
he’s the chap in charge of our bunch—knew where the 
mouth of that Saltillo Creek is, and he said the gang 
would probably have to come this way. It’s the only 
pass north and south, unless you cross that range of 
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mountains to the east, which is quite a job, accord- Ml 
ing to the Sergeant. Say, we’ve had quite a time. He’s 
the only one of this lot who can speak English, and 
his is pretty sketchy, even though he’s proud of it. 
It takes a lot of hand waving to make each other un- 
derstand anything. The amount of Spanish Flix and 
I know is few and far between.” 

“Untruth!” Flix spoke up in mock indignation. 
‘Fabrication. Falsehood. Plump friend is menda- 
cious individual. My Spanish is excellent. Trouble 
is, it is pure Castillian. Way I learned it in high 
school. Sergeant Potrero, though excellent man, 
cannot understand pure, undefiled tongue.” 

Dick laughed. 

‘Your explanation’s quite clear, Flix.’’ 

“Yes, clear as mud,” Fred said. 

“Well, that covers the ground, doesn’t it?” Flix 
quickly retorted. 

“You win!” Fred conceded. ‘‘Well, as I was say- 
ing before Flix rudely interrupted, we headed up 
this way, hoping to find traces of the gang before 
it got dark. When it did, we dismounted, spread 
out, and went ahead slowly on foot. A couple of 
soldiers are bringing up the horses in the rear. Then 
we bumped into you. Good thing we did, too. Now 
we know about where they are.”’ 

While the boys had been exchanging their ex- 
periences, Lieutenant Maruato and Sergeant Po- 
trero had been talking together in a rapid exchange 
of Spanish. The Lieutenant now came over to them. 

‘“‘We have decided upon a plan of campaign, 
senores. The enemy is somewhere not far ahead of 
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us. It is possible that they have passed through the 
ravine, but that is doubtful. They do not know but 
that we are still watching them. I shall lead half 
our force over the mountain with the plan that we 
should head them off. Sergeant Potrero will lead 
the rest up the ravine. That way we will have them 
between us.” 

“What if they have gone through the ravine?” 
Dick asked. 

“Then our two parties will, of course, come to- 
gether again. We shall then pursue after them. But 
it will.be better if we can sew—no, that is not the 
word—if we can hem them in. Time is of value; I 
shall go at once.” 

“Ralph and I'll go with you,” Dick said. 

‘No, senor. We have now found our quarry. 
What follows now is soldier’s work.” 

“But—” Dick started to protest, but the Lieu- 
tenant stopped him. 

“T know, sefiores, that you are brave. You have 
shown that amply. But there is no need that you be 
in this. Colonel Bacalar would be very angry with 
me if I should permit, and he would be most right. 
You must remain with the Sergeant’s party, and I 
have given him orders that you must be in the rear. 
Please, sefiores, do not make it hard for him to 
comply with those orders. Remember that I am 
accountable for your safety.” 

Remonstrances were of no avail. The Lieutenant 
was firm, and the boys rather disconsolately re- 
mained behind, while Maruato, with a force of men 
on foot, set off along the slope of the mountain. 
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While the Sergeant’s party waited to give them — 
time to get ahead, the moon rose and cast a ghostly | 
light through the trees. The horses were brought 
up and tethered, the two soldiers who had been 
with them retrieving their rifles from Flix and Fred. 

After waiting some minutes, the party moved 
quietly forward. The Sergeant saw to it that the 
four boys were at the rear. 

“Lieutenant Maruato’s right, of course, but I 
hope we don’t miss anything,’ Ralph said. ‘‘After 
all we’ve been through, I’d like to be in on the end.” 

“This is close enough to it for me,’’ Fred de- 
clared. ‘‘For my part, when bullets begin to fly, I 
don’t mind being in the rear with a few nice big 
trees or boulders handy to hide behind.” 

“I guess you're right at that,” Ralph laughed. 

Sergeant Potrero came back to them. 

‘‘We’re almost up to the narrow part of the 
ravine where they were,’ Dick told him, and re- 
peated the words slowly and painstakingly until the 
Sergeant indicated that he understood him. 

‘‘Senores, pliz, when is fighting begin,” Sergeant 
Potrero spoke haltingly, picking his words with 
care, “you muz here be in the backs part. You muz 
not forward go. It is order of e/ Teniente. You un- 
derstan’, senores? You will do as is said?” 

“Yes,” Dick assured him, and as the Sergeant 
hurried forward, spoke to the others. ‘‘Fred’s right, 
anyhow. It wouldn’t be much fun getting in front 
of a bullet. And we owe it to Lieutenant Maruato, 
who’s acted A-1 all through this, to obey his com- 
mands.”’ 
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‘When shooting starts, we stop,” Flix agreed. 

Just then a rifle cracked ahead. A half dozen 
shots answered it. The soldiers with them began to 
run forward. The boys stopped. 

‘“Tet’s seek shelter of some kind,’ Dick sug- 
gested. “‘Spread out and get behind trees or some- 
thing. No use standing bunched up here.” ¥ 

“Good idea!” Flix declared. 

“But don’t spread out too far,’ Fred protested. 
“T like to have company at a time like this!” 

Quickly they separated, each finding protection 
behind the trunk of a tree. Ahead rifles cracked and 
men were shouting. Though the moon was now up, 
they could see nothing but dark shadows and occa- 
sional bursts of flame. 

‘ETot stuff!’ Flix called in a rather shaky voice. 

A bullet whined overhead. 

‘A bit close for comfort, that,” came Ralph’s 
voice. 

Dick crouched behind his tree, trying to pierce the 
darkness ahead. Was the gang surrounded? It 
seemed probable. The first shot had been well ahead 
and not from their own party. Probably from that 
of the Lieutenant. If it had succeeded in passing 
the gang in the darkness, all should be well, . 

Then Dick gave a start. Someone or something 
was moving through the bushes a short distance to 
his left! He heard the rattle of a stone. Then he 
saw a dim figure moving, coming his way, right by 
his tree! One of the gang escaping! Caution forgot- 
ten, he crouched, and as the dark figure passed the 
tree, leapt forward on the man’s back. Over and 
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over they rolled, and in the moonlight Dick caught — 
a flash of Gomez’s face, contorted with rage. The 
man grasped Dick’s throat, and with a powerful 
effort, flung the boy from him, sending him sprawl- 
ing. Dick jumped to his feet, and as he did so, 
Gomez whipped out a revolver. 

‘“Back!?? Gomez cried, and the pistol barked. 
Dick felt a sharp pain in his shoulder. 

‘“Back!? Gomez levelled the pistol again. Then 
a dark object swished through the air and sent the 
pistol flying from the man’s hand. A figure crashed | 
on top of Gomez, and Dick closed in. His breath 
was knocked from him as someone landed on his 
back. All four boys were in the melee, which ended 
quickly with Flix and Ralph sitting on the prostrate 
Gomez. 

“Did he get you, Dick?” Fred’s voice was anx- 
ious. ‘‘I saw that pistol, and I heaved a rock. Then 
I jumped.” 

Dick felt his shoulder. 

‘““Not bad, I think, Fred. Feels like a scratch,” 
he said unsteadily. ‘“‘You’d better go out for base- 
ball next spring with control like that. I—I appre- 
ciate what you did, Fred,” and Dick clasped his 
companion’s hand. 

“Aw,” Fred was embarrassed. ‘“‘Say—-what do 


you think—heck—lI’ve been wanting to bounce a 


rock off that bird for a long time, anyway. Ought 
to thank you for giving me the chance. Listen, the 
firing’s stopped! Do you suppose it’s all over?” 
Someone came running toward them. It was one 
of the Mexican soldiers. : 
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“Aw’ right. O.K.,” he said, a grin on his swarthy 
features. Then he saw Gomez, and jerked him to his 
feet, his rifle in readiness. As he did so, Dick saw 
something glitter on the ground. He stooped and 
picked it up. 

‘The emerald!” he said softly. The others gath- 
ered about him and looked at the gem. 

“Well, we’ve got it back at last!’’ Fred said. 

The soldier, prodding Gomez before him with 
his rifle, led the way to the ravine, where the gang 
stood captive in a ring of soldiers. 

Lieutenant Maruato came up to them. 

“You are all right, sefiores?” he asked. “We 
heard a shot.” 

“All right,” said Dick, and the boys told of the 
capture of Gomez and the recovery of the emerald. 

“We have them all, I think,” the Lieutenant said. 
“Our surprise, it worked most perfect.” 

“Was anybody—was there any—” Fred asked. 

“No one is badly hurt, sefior,”’ Maruato said. 
“One of my men is wounded, but it is not bad. One 
of the crooks also.” 

A half hour later a little group started north 
toward Ensenada. It was composed of the boys, 
Lieutenant Maruato, the wounded men, and three 
soldiers. The rest of the soldiers and captives re- 
mained behind until additional horses could be sent 
to bring them in. | 

Dawn was breaking as the tired party crossed the 
flying field at the edge of town. A large cabin mono- 
plane stood on the field. 

As they approached the office of the Comman- 
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dante, a number of men rushed out, among them 


Mr. Hudson and Mr. Daniels. Stiff from their long 
ride, the boys dismounted to receive a jubilant re- 
ception. 

‘“‘We flew down from Los Angeles as soon as 
Colonel Bacalar sent the message,’ Mr. Hudson 
explained their presence. ‘‘Mr. Kahrs and Mr. Hur- 
ley came with us,” he said, indicating the two Los 
Angeles detectives with whom Fred and Flix were 
already acquainted. “‘We’ve been spending some 
anxious hours waiting for you.” 

After narrating the story of their recent adven- 
tures, the boys sought a well-earned rest in Ensen- 
nada’s little adobe hotel. In the afternoon, Mr. 
Hudson called them. 

‘We're going to start back to Los Angeles right 
away. 4 

At the flying field, the two detectives, who were 
to remain behind to await the coming of the pris- 
oners, bade them goodbye. 

‘We'll have that bunch extradited pretty quick,” 
Mr. Kahrs told them. ‘‘When we get them back to 
the states, we'll release Harker and Gomez to the 
Rollston authorities, and we'll hold the rest of the 
outfit on charges of kidnaping these two boys in our 
jurisdiction,” indicating Flix and Fred. “I think 
they'll get plenty.” 

They did. The entire gang was extradited to the 
United States two days later, and, since they en- 
tered pleas of guilty, they were sentenced and on 
their way to prison before the end of the week. The 
Aztec emerald was restored to the Rollston College 
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museum, where careful provision was made to guard 
against any further theft. 

“Well,”? Flix said. “‘ ‘All’s well that ends well’! 
The emerald’s back safe and sound, and we—’” 

‘“That’s just it,” complained Fred. “All doesn’t 
end well. We’ve been having an exciting time, and 
now—now we have to go back to school!” 

“Stop that sort of nonsense,”’ broke in Dick, with 
a grin. ‘School is a swell place after all these adven- 
tures, and who can say when and where we will meet 
up with the old boy again.” 


THE END 
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MYSTERY AND ADVENTURE _ 
BOOKS FOR BOYS 


12mo. Cloth. ‘Tilusttated.  Coloved 
jackets. | | 


Price 50. cents per volume. 


Postage 10 cents additional. 


SOUTH FROM HUDSON BAY, 
by E. C. Britz 


A thrilling tale of the coming of 
settlers from France and Switzerland 
to the wilderness of the Prairie 
country of the Red River district. 


THE SECRET CACHE, by E. C. Briti 


The father of two boys, a fur hunter, has been seriously injured by an Indian. 
Before he dies he succeeds in telling the younger son about a secret cache of 
valuable furs, who starts off to find the cache, and after many adventures succeeds. 


THE ISLAND OF YELLOW SANDS, by E. C. Brit 


An exciting story of Adventure in Colonial Days in the primitive country 
around Lake Superior, when the forest and waters were the hunting ground of 
Indians, hunters and trappers. 


LOST CITY OF THE AZTECS, by J. A. Latu 


Four chums find a secret code stuck inside the binding of an old book written 
many years ago by a famous geologist. ‘The boys finally solve the code, learn of 
the existence of the remnant of a civilized Aztec tribe inside an extinct crater in 
Arizona. Their many stirring adventures makes a story of tremendous present- 
day scientific interest that every boy will enjoy. ‘ 


THE CORTEZ EMERALD MYSTERY, by J. A. Latu 


A huge emerald—credited as part of the treasure of the famous explorer, Cor- 
tez, in the 16th Century is stolen from a museum at Roller University. This 
absorbing mystery tells how four chums succeed in tracing the gang responsible. 


THE PHANTOM SHIP, by James (“Coacu”) ScHERMERHORN,,JR. 


_Rock Cranton in trouble, calls on his old coach in Dexter College to come to 
his assistance. The Coach comes a running, and that is the beginning of a strange 
mystery yarn that no boy will want to lay down until it is completed. 


These books may be purchased wherever books are sold 
Send for Our Free Illustrated Catalogue 
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CHAMPION 
SPORTS STORIES 


By NOEL SAINSBURY, JR. 


Every boy enjoys sport stories. Here 
we present three crackerjack stories of 
baseball, footbail, and basketball, writ- 
ten in the vernacular of the boy of to- 
day, full of action, suspense and thrills, 
in language every boy will understand, 
and which we know will be enthusiasti- 
cally endorsed by all boys. 


bes Sr ekg Large r2mo. Cloth. Illustrated. Jacket 
i SSP Ok SDONT STORIES: in color. Price 50 cents per volume. 
epee , Posiage ro cents additional. 


1. CRACKER STANTON 
Or The Making of a Batsman 

Ralph Stanton, big, rawboned and serious, is a product of the 
backwoods and a crack rifle shot. Quick thinking and pluck bring 
him a scholarship to Clarkville School where he is branded “grind” 
and “dub” by classmates. How his batting brings them first place 
in the League and how he secures his appointment to West Point 
make CRACKER STANTON an up-to-the-minute baseball story 
no lover of the game will want to put down until the last word 
is read. 


2. GRIDIRON GRIT 
Or The Making of a Fullback 

A corking story of football packed full of exciting action and 
good, clean competitive rivalry. Shorty Fiske is six-foot-four and 
the product of too much money and indulgence at home. How 
Clarkville School and football develop Shorty’s real character and 
how he eventually stars on the gridiron brings this thrilling tale of 
school life and football to a grandstand finish. 


3. THE FIGHTING FIVE 
Or the Kidnapping of Clarkville’s Basketball Team 

Clarkville School’s basketball team is kidnapped during the 
game for the State Scholastic Championship. The team’s sub- 
sequent adventures under the leadership of Captain Charlie Minor 
as he brings them back to the State College Gymnasium where 
the two last quarters of the Championship game are played next 
evening, climaxes twenty-four pulsating hours of adventure and 
basketball in the FIGHTING FIVE.... 


CUPPLES & LEON COMPANY, Publishers New York 
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SORAK JUNGLE SERIES 


By HARVEY D. RICHARDS 


The name Sorak means War Cry in 
the Malay country. He grows up among 
the most primitive of the Malay aborig- 
ines, and learns to combat all the terrors 
of the jungle with safety. The constant 
battle with nature’s forces develop 
Sorak’s abilities to such an extent that 
he is acknowledged the chief warrior in 
all his section of the jungle. 


r2mo. Cloth. Illustrated. Jacket in 
color. Price 50 cents per volume. 


Postage ro cents additional. 


1. SORAK OF THE MALAY JUNGLE 


or How Two Young Americans Face Death and Win a Friend 


Two boys, Dick and Jack Preston are shipwrecked off the Malay Penin- 
sula and are rescued by Sorak. Their adventures in trying to get back 
to civilization make an absorbing story. 


Z. SORAK AND THE CLOUDED TIGER 
or How the Terrible Ruler of the North Is Hunted and Destroyed 


A huge clouded tiger, almost human, leads a pack of red dholes into 
Sorak’s country, and it takes all of Sorak’s ingenuity, and the aid of his 
friends to exterminate the pack. 


3. SORAK AND THE SULTAN’S ANKUS 
or How a Perilous Journey Leads to a Kingdom of Giants 


Sorak and his friends are trapped by a herd of elephants, and finally 
run away with by the leader to an unknown valley where a remnant of Cro- 
Magnan race still exists. Their exciting adventures will hold the reader 
enthralled until the last word. 


4. SORAK AND THE TREE-MEN 


or the Rescue of the Prisoner Queen 
Captured by a band of Malay slavers, Sorak and his friends are wrecked 


on an island off the coast of Burma in the Mergui Archipelago. Their 
escape from the island with the Prisoner Queen after a successful revolution 


brings the fourth book of this series to an exciting and unusual conclusion. 
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THE GREAT MARVEL SERIES 


By ROY ROCKWOOD 


tomo. Cloth. Illustrated. Jacket in 
Colors. 
Price, per volume, 50 cents, 
Postage 10 cents extra. 


Since the days of Jules Verne, tales of 
flying machines and submarine boats have 
enjoyed’ increasing popularity. Stories of 
adventures, in strange places, with peculiar 
people and queer animals, make this series 
noteworthy and popular. 


1. THROUGH THE AIR TO THE NORTH POLE 


The tale of a wonderful cruise to the frozen north and adventures with a 
degree of reality that is almost convincing. 


2. UNDER THE OCEAN TO THE SOUTH POLE 


A marvelous trip from Maine to the South Pole, telling of adventures with 
the sea-monsters and savages. 


3. FIVE THOUSAND MILES UNDERGROUND 


A cruise to the ceriter of the earth through an immense hole found at an 
island in the ocean. 


4. THROUGH SPACE TO MARS 


This book tells how the journey was made in a strange craft and what 
happened on Mars. 


5. LOST ON THE MOON 


Strange adventures on the planet which is found to be a land of desolation 
and silence. 


6. ON A TORN-AWAY WORLD 


After a tremendous convulsion of nature, the adventurers find themselves 
captives on a vast “island in the air.” 


7. THE CITY BEYOND THE CLOUDS 


The City Beyond the Clouds is a weird place, full of surprises, and the 
impish Red Dwarfs caused no end of trouble. 


8. BY AIR EXPRESS TO VENUS 


Our heroes are captured by strange inhabitants of the inside world and 
have a series of adventures as wonderful as they are absorbing. 


9. BY SPACE SHIP TO SATURN 


or Exploring the Ringed Planet 
After a rocket ship race to Saturn, two boys have harrowing adventures 
with snakes at the Boiling Lake in this Land of Vapors. 


These books may be purchased wherever books are sold 


Send for Our Free Illustrated Catalogue 
——————— Seer 
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THE BASEBALL JOE SERIES 
By LESTER CHADWICK 


I2mo. Illustrated. Price 50 cents per volume. 
Postage 10 cents additional. 


1. BASEBALL JOE OF THE SILVER 
STARS 


or The Rivals of Riverside 


or Pitching for the Blue Banner 


3. BASEBALL JOE AT YALE 
or Pitching for the College Championship 


4. BASEBALL JOE IN THE CENTRAL 
LEAGUE 


or Making Good as a Professional Pitcher 
5. BASEBALL JOE IN THE BIG LEAGUE 
or A Young Pitcher’s Hardest Struggles 


6. BASEBALL JOE ON THE GIANTS 
or Making Good as a Twirler in the Metropolis 


7. BASEBALL JOE IN THE WORLD SERIES 
or Pitching for the Championship 


8 BASEBALL. JOE AROUND THE WORLD 
or Pitching on a Grand Tour 


9 BASEBALL JOE: HOME RUN KING 
or The Greatest Pitcher and Batter on Record 


10. BASEBALL JOE SAVING THE LEAGUE 
or Breaking Up a Great Conspiracy 


11. BASEBALL JOE CAPTAIN OF THE TEAM 
or Bitter Struggles on the Diamond 


12. BASEBALL JOE CHAMPION OF THE LEAGUE 
or The Record that was Worth While 


13. BASEBALL JOE CLUB OWNER 
or Putting the Home Town on the Map 


14. BASEBALL JOE PITCHING WIZARD 
or Triumphs Off and On the Diamond 


Send for Our Free Illustrated Catalogue. 
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THE BOB DEXTER SERIES 
By WILLARD F. BAKER 


Author of “Tue Boy RANcHERS SERIES” 


a 12mo. Cloth. Illustrated. Jacket in colors. Price 
. os Seaplane Mystery 50 cents per volume. Postage 10 cents additional. 
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BOB: DEXTER: 


This is a new line of stories for boys, by the 
author of the Boy Ranchers series. The Bob 
Dexter books are detective stories, yet they are 
without the objectionable features of the wpos- 
sible characters and absurd situations that mark 
so many of the books in that class. These stories 
deal with the up-to-date adventures of a normal, 
healthy lad who has a great desire to solve mys- 
teries, and the volumes relate in an entertaining 
way how he does it. 


1, BOB DEXTER AND THE CLUB- 
HOUSE MYSTERY 


or The Missing Golden Eagle 
This story tells how the Boys’ Athletic Club was despoiled of its trophies 


in a strange manner, and how, among other things stolen, was the Golden 
Eagle mascot. 


2. BOB DEXTER AND THE BEACON BEACH 
MYSTERY or The Wreck of the Sea Hawk 
When Bob and his chum went to Beacon Beach for their vacation, they 
were plunged into a strange series of events, not the least of which was the 
sinking of the Sea Hawk. 
3. BOB DEXTER AND THE STORM MOUNTAIN 
MYSTERY or The Secret of the Log Cabin 
Bob Dexter came upon a man mysteriously injured and befriended him, 
which led Bob into the midst of a series of strange events. 
4. BOB DEXTER AND THE AEROPLANE MYSTERY 
or The Secret of the Jint San 


Bob and his chums witness the mysterious disappearance of an aeroplane 
and find excitement in their exploration of an unknown cave. 


5. BOB DEXTER AND THE SEAPLANE MYSTERY 
or The Secret of the White Stones 
Bob Dexter, while on a vacation, captures a band of criminals, and solves 
a mystery in which millions of dollars in gems and jewelry had been stolen. 
6. BOB DEXTER AND THE RED AUTO MYSTERY 
or The Secret of the Flying Car 


A story of a mysterious red auto is packed with many hair-raising adven- 
tures. Bob comes to the rescue and captures the criminals. 


7, BOB DEXTER AND THE RADIO MYSTERY 
or The Secret of the Counierfeiters 


When Bob and his chums resolve to clear up a baffling mystery they do 
it with many narrow escapes. 


These books may be purchased wherever books are sold 
Send for Our Free Illustrated Catalogue 
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Jerry Ford Wonder Stories 


————— By FENWORTH MOORE 


A new series with plenty of action and 
adventure. It is lively and full of real 
situations that relate in an entertaining 
way how Jerry Ford overcame his ob- 
stacles. 


12 mo. Cloth. Illustrated. Jacket in 
Colors. 


Price, per volume, 50 cents. 
Postage 10 cents additional 


1, WRECKED ON CANNIBAL ISLAND 
Or Jerry Ford’s Adventures Among Savages 


Jerry Ford’s inheritance was stolen by an unscrupulous lawyer, 
and he had many thrilling adventures before the thief was finally 
captured. 


2. LOST IN THE CAVES OF GOLD 
Or Jerry Ford Among the Mountains of Mystery 


The finding of the trunks in which the stolen fortune was hid- 
den, and the discovery of a Pirate’s treasure in some underground 
caves. 


3. CASTAWAY IN THE LAND OF SNOW 
Or Jerry Ford Among the Polar Bears 


_While returning home with the treasure, the ship is captured by 
pirates in the middle of the Pacific Ocean. Plenty of action and 
excitement follows. 


4. PRISONERS ON THE PIRATE SHIP 
Or Jerry Ford and the Yellow Men 


This story offers a thrill in a life time. Jerry Ford, and his pals, 
recapture the pirate ship and again secure their missing treasure. 


These books may be purchased wherever books are sold 
Send for Our Free Illustrated Catalogue 
SSeS 
}-rnmnrenmanseran nan mana-tnsuesariieavenr arsenate nner arransenctrenenrauns ner nsenent eee renrenarmmnrns meena 
CUPPLES & LEON COMPANY, Publishers § New York 


THE GREAT ACE SERIES 


By NOEL SAINSBURY, JR. 
Author of THe CHAMPION Sport Srortes 


12mo. Cloth. Illustrated. Jacket in colors. 
Price 50 cents per volume. Postage 10 
cents additional. 


Here is a series of rattling good flying 
stories told by an expert. A boy-aviator's 
adventures in the wilds of New Guinea, 
Arabia, South America and other strange 
lands. Billy Smith, son of an eminent 
explorer, learns to pilot a seaplane aboard 
a Naval Air Siation, and immediately 
fares forth upon a series of the most ex- 
citing cruises and mysterious quests by 
air, by land and by sea that have ever 
fallen to the lot of man. The author, a 
traveller and ex-naval aviator, brings 
many of his own adventures into these tales. Every boy with a drop 
of red blood in his veins will want to join Billy Smith in his thrill- 
ing quests. 

1. BILLY SMITH—EXPLORING ACE 


or By Airplane to New Guinea 
The story of a fourteen-year-old lad, taught to pilot a seaplane by his 
uncle, Lieut.-Commander on a Naval Air Station. ogether they are forced 
down at sea, and Lieut.-Com. Smith is so impressed with the lad’s courage 
in this trying situation that he takes Billy with him to New Guinea to help 
search for Billy’s father. 


2. BILLY SMITH—SECRET SERVICE ACE 


or Airplane Adventures in Arabia 


Billy Smith again proves his mettle in a series of adventures that take 
him to Port Sudan on the Red Sea and the Holy City of Hejaz. 
3. BILLY SMITH—MYSTERY ACE 
or Airplane Discoveries in South America t 
Doctor Stanton, bird man of the Natural History Museum disappeared 
in the Amazon Jungles. The Smiths, father and son are ordered to find him, 
and the trail leads to an outpost rubber plantation, where Billy is lost in the 
jungle and captured by the cannibal Mangeroma Indians. 
4. BILLY SMITH—TRAIL EATER ACE 
or Into the Wilds of Northern Alaska } : 
Another exciting story. Billy Smith and his pal, Nuky, with the aid 
of Billy’s father set a trap to catch desperate gangsters which they succeed 
in doing after many thrilling adventures. 
5. BILLY SMITH—SHANGHAIED ACE 
or Malay Pirates and Solomon Island Cannibals 
Billy shanghaied while on a search for a_ missing steamer and one pas- 
senger in particular, escapes in time to be of vast help, after all, and bring 
off a famous rescue in the South Sea Islands. 


These books may be purchased wherever books are sold 
Send for Our Free Illustrated Catalogue 
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TOP NOTCH DETECTIVE 
STORIES _ 


By WILLIAM HALL 
Each story complete in itself 


A new group of detective stories care- 
fully written, with corking plots; mod- 
crn, exciting, full of adventure, good 
police and detective work. 


Large I2mo. Cloth. Illustrated. Jacket 
i color. Price 50 cents per volwme. 


Postage 10 cents additional. 


I. SLOW VENGEANCE 
or the Mystery of Pete Shine 


A young newspaper man, whose brother is on the police force, becomes 
strangely invoived in the mysterious killing of an Italian bootblack. Sus- 
picion points to a well-known politician but he proves that it was impos- 
sible for him to have done the deed. Then the reporter, who for a time 
turns detective, gets a clue revolving about a startling, ancient method of 
combat. He follows this up, watches a masked duelist and, with the help 
of a girl, catches the murderer who justifies his deed on the plea of Slow 
Vengeance. You will be interested in reading how the reporter got out 


.of a tight corner. 


2. GREEN FIRE 


or Mystery of the Indian Diamond 


A golf caddy who has a leaning toward amateur detective work, 
together with his younger cousin, are accidentally mixed up in the strange 
loss, or theft, of a valuable diamond, known as Green Fire. It. was once the 
eye of an East Indian idol. To clear his young cousin of suspicion, the 
older boy undertakes to solve the mystery which deepens when one man 
disappears and another is found murdered on the golf course. But, by a 
series of clever moves on the part of the young sleuth, the crime is solved 
and the diamond found in a most unusual hiding place. <A rapidly moving, 
exciting tale. You will like it. 


3. HIDDEN DANGER 
or The Secret of the Bank Vault 


A young detective, who, in his private capacity, has solved several mys- 
teries, decides to open an office in another city. He meets a young bank 
clerk and they becoine partners just when the clerk’s bank is mysteriously 
bombed and the cashier is reported missing. It is not until next day that 
it is discovered that the bank vault has been entered in some secret manner 
and a large sum stolen. The regular detectives declared ‘“‘spirits’? must 
have robbed the bank but the two young detectives prove that a clever gang 
did it and also kidnapped the aged cashier. Not a dull page from first to 
last. <A clever story. 


CUPPLES & LEON COMPANY, Publishers New York 


‘ 


x ( sf ; 
raf a abies ie Oe Aa US. sil A ted by ‘oy ee aoe ae 


NORTHWEST STORIES 


By LeROY W. SNELL 


A new group of stories laid in the 
Canadian Northwest by Mr. Snell, a 
master writer of the glories and the 
thrilling adventures of the Canadian 
Northwest Mounted Police. Each book 
is an individual story, well written, 
beautifully bound, and contains a story 
that all boys will enjoy. 


Large 12mo, C loth. Illustrated. Jacket 
in color. Price 50 cents per volume. 


Postage 10 cenis additional. 


1. THE LEAD DISK 


Tom Baley, leaving college goes north into Canada, hoping to join the 
Northwest Mounted Police. His application is turned down by his own 
uncle, an officer on the force, but after many thrilling adventures and 
encounters with the Disk Gang he is able to win the coveted uniform. 


2. SHADOW PATROL 


Luke Myers is sent into the Caribou Mountains to solve the mystery 
of The Shadow, about whom many conflicting stories are told. There are 
struggles with the outlaws, and finally a great running battle down the 
fog-obscured mountain trails... at the end of which the outlaws are 
captured and the mystery of The Shadow is solved. 


3. THE WOLF CRY 


Donald Pierce is sent to solve the mystery of his father’s disappearance, 
into the unmapped barrens where King Stively weaves his web of wicked- 
ness, and rules a territory the size of a small empire with a ruthlessness 
and cunning that baffles the best of the Mounted Police. Behind all is the 
dread Wolf Cry which causes brave men to shudder. ... 


4. THE SPELL OF THE NORTH 


Sergeant David Stanlaw, stationed at Spirit River, is puzzled by a local 
killing, the disappearance of the body, the finding of a code message, an 
by the mystery of the “Tistening Forest,” which casts a shadow of dread 
over the little town of Wiggin’s Creek. With the help of Jerry_ Bartlett 
they capture the leaders of the gang and solve the mystery of the “Listening 
Forest.”’ 


5. THE CHALLENGE OF THE YUKON 


Robert Wade whose patrol runs from Skagway on Chattam Strait north 
into the Yukon country follows in the wake of a stampede to a new 
gold strike. With the aid of his friend, Jim MacPhail, Wade frustrates 
the butlaws, who try to trap the whole town behind the ‘Pass. of the 
Closing Door,” and then races them to and across the breaking ice floes 
of the Yukon. A strong adventure story all boys will enjoy. 
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THE BOMBA BOOKS 
By ROY ROCKWOOD 


12mo. Cloth, Illustrated. With Colored 
jacket. Bi 

Price 50 cents per volume. Postage 10 | 
cents additional. ee 


Bomba lived far back in the jungles of 
the Amazon with a half-demented natural- 
ist who told the lad nothing of his past. © 
The jungle boy was a lover of birds, and | 
hunted animals with a bow and arrow and a 
his trusty machete. He had only a primi- 
tive education, and his daring adventures 
will be followed with breathless interest by | 
thousands. i 


1. BOMBA THE JUNGLE BOY a 
2. BOMBA THE JUNGLE AT THE MOVING . 
MOUNTAIN Ms 
3. BOMBA THE JUNGLE BOY AT THE GIANT — 
CATARACT q 


4. BOMBA THE JUNGLE BOY ON JAGUAR ISLAND 
5. BOMBA THE JUNGLE BOY INTHE ABANDONED _ 
CITY i 
6 


, BOMBA THE JUNGLE BOY ON TERROR TRAIL __ 

7. BOMBA THE JUNGLE BOY IN THE SWAMP OF 

DEATH 4 

8 BOMBA THE JUNGLE BOY AMONG THE SLAVES 
9. BOMBA THE JUNGLE BOY ON THE UNDER- : 


GROUND RIVER a 
10. BOMBA THE JUNGLE BOY AND THE LOST ae 
EXPLORERS Bh | 


11. BOMBA THE JUNGLE BOY INA STRANGE LAND _ 
12, BOMBA THE JUNGLE BOY AMONG THE 


PYGMIES 

13. BOMBA THE SANGRE BOY AND THE 
CANNIBAL 

14. BOMBA THE JUNGLE BOY AND THE PAINTED 
HUNTERS 

15. BOMBA THE JUNGLE BOY AND THE RIVER 
DEMONS 

16. BOMBA THE JUNGLE BOY AND THE HOSTILE 
CHIEFTAIN 

17, BOMBA THE JUNGLE BOY TRAPPED BY THE 
CYCLONE 


18. BOMBA THE JUNGLE BOY IN THE LAND OF 
BURNING LAVA 


These books may be purchased wherever books are sold 
Send for Our Free Illustrated Catalogue 
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